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That the structural 
strength of the Cadil- 
lac is much greater 
than ordinary service 
requires is shown in 
the fact that this ma- 
chine was the only 
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one found to stand 
tured above. 
Dp | about shown (a 
without the slightest damage to his machine. 
that the strength of the Cadillac is never found wanting, no matter what the test. 
Let us also send our illustrated Booklet R. 
All prices f. o. b. Detroit. Lamps not included. 


the strain of “Leap- 
Either the axles or frame of all other 
regular stock car) the 
While this proves nothing to the person who wants an 
This and the many other sterling qualities of the Cadillac will be cheerfully 
Model K, 10 h.-p. Runabout (shown above), $750. 
CADILLAC MOTOR CAR CO., Detroit, Mich. 


; i ing the Gap,” as pic- 
machines tried bent under the 
heavy impact. Wit 
the J 
performer is making repeated trips 
automobile to meet ordinary conditions of road travel, it does show 
demonstrated by your nearest dealer, whose address we will send upon request. 
Model M, Light Touring Car, $950. Model H, 30 h.-p. Touring Car, $2,500. 
Member Association Licensed Automobile Manufacturers, 


es 





YARLYLE expressed the ritual of edu- 
cated furniture buyers when be said: 

“Tf I want an article, let it be genuine, at 
whatever price; if the price ts too high for 
me, I will go without it, unequipped with it 


for the present—I shall not have equipped 


myself with hypocrisy at any rate.” 


Cowan hand-made furniture is what it 
seems to be. It is a product of good mate- 
rials, good workmanship and good inten- 
tions. It is furniture for all time. Its 
value enhances with the years. 


W. K. Cowan &§ Company 


Importers :: Retailers 
Art Objects 


Manufacturers :: 
Furniture :: Decoration :: 


Retail Store 
203-207 Michigan Boulevard 
Chicago 
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Any car is incomplete without 


PEN SYDANIA CLINCHER 











PENNSYLVANTA RUBBER COMPANY 


JEANNETTE, PA. 














Tx’s SMALL 
But 


There’s-a pile of fun in it 


we're ailitiding to. It’s a volume of chortles 
and snickers—by J. M. Flagg. He did 
“IF, a Guide to Bad Manners,” also. 


75 small cents, postpaid 


LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY 
17 West 31st Street, New York 
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So consnaneosill 
Novel Conversations -- 
ARK TWAIN, in Harper's Weekly, has 
something to say about the awful conversa- 
tions to be found in current novels, and gives the 
following as a sample of what we read so often: 
«|. , replied Alfred, flipping the ash 
from his cigar.’ ; Ks 
wc... responded Richard,-- with a 
laugh.’ — 
ws... murmured Gladys, blushing. 
«s . . . repeated Evelyn, bursting into 
tears.’ ; — 
«és | ,_-replied the Earl, flipping the ash 
from his cigar.’ 
«s,- responded the undertaker, with 
a laugh.’ 
«és murmured the chambermaid, 
blushing.’ 
oes repeated the burglar, bursting 
into tears.’ _ 
«< .. replied the conductor, flipping 
the ash from his cigar.’ 
«sé . , responded Arkwright, with a 
laugh.’ 
ao TE murmured the chief of police, 
blushing.’ 
“ae repeated the house cat, bursting 
into tears.’ 
“And so on and so on; till at last it ceases to 
excite. I always notice stage directions, because 
they fret me and keep me trying to get out of their 
way, just as the automobiles do. At first. Then 
by and by they become monotonous and I get run 
over.” 
Could Thin Them Out 


«as Hon. H. L. Dawes, in his young manhood, 
was an indifferent speaker. Participating in 
a law case soon after his admission to the bar, 
before a North Adams justice of the peace, Dawes 
was opposed by an older attorney whose eloquence 
attracted a large crowd that packed the court- 
>TOoOmM, 

The justice was freely perspiring, and drawing 
off his coat in the midst of the lawyer’s eloquent 
address, he said: 

“Mr. Attorney, suppose you sit down and let 
Dawes begin to speak. I want to thin out this 
crowd.”—Boston Globe. 


A Tall Tree Yarn 


pl CUMMINS, the poet of Winchester, 

Woods County, was a cow-puncher in the 
Northwest many years ago. His outfit came to 
Snake River one day with three thousand cattle. 
Cummins, with a poet’s license, relates what 
happened: 

“The river was too dangerous for swimming, 
but after following the bank a short distance the 
foreman found a giant redwood tree that had 
fallen across the river. Fortunately the tree was 
hollow, and, making a chute, they had no trouble 
mn driving the cattle through the log to the other 
side. 

“As the cattle had not been counted for several 
days, one of the cowboys was stationed to count 
them as they emerged from the log. The count 
fell short some three hundred head, but about 
we wane % distant lowing was heard. 

é. “ir surprise may be imagined when on 
‘bout they found that the cattle had wan- 
‘nto a hollow limb.””—Kansas City Star. 
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MAKAROFF 
RUSSIAN 
CIGARETS 











THE VERDICT 


UNANIMOUS! 


Makaroff Cig arets 
“Are RIGHT! 





TO BE 








RUSSIAN 


CIGARETS 











Made by Connoisseurs—for Connoisseurs—sold on merit alone— 
these cigarets are now the choice of those who discriminate 


My enthusiasm over these cigarets is due entirely 
to my knowledge of them and of cigarets in general. 
I admit I am a crank on the subject. I have been a 
crank on smoke for twenty years. When I talk 
about smoke I am talking from the smoker’s stand- 
point—your standpoint and mine, as smoke cranks 
—and not as a manufacturer. I am a smoker first 
and a manufacturer afterward. I started the manu- 
facture of these goods strictly because that was the 
only way to be sure that my friends arid myself 
were going to be supplied with them regularly. If 
you know anything about the uncertainties of im- 
porting from Russia, you know I speak facts. 

I am now extending the sale of Makaroff Russian 
Cigarets to my other friends—the ones I haven’t 
seen, but who are my friends just the same, because 
they like the good things of life as I do. 

Nearly every box of Makaroff Russian Cigarets 
discovers one of these friends forme. I seldom fail 
to get a hearty handshake by return mail. The 
friends I get I keep. That’s why I can afford to 
take all the risk of pleasing you, and J do it. 

Makaroff Russian Cigarets are offered to con- 
noisseurs (another name for cranks)-on the basis 
of smoking quality alone. They have got to please 
you as a’ particular smoker, better than anything 
you have ever smoked before, or I don’t want a 
cent. They are made of pure, clean, sweet tobacco, 
the finest and highest priced Russian and Turkish 
growths blended scientifically by our own Russian 
blenders. The Russians are the only real artists 
at cigaret blending—don’t forget that. 

These cigarets are blended, made and aged as 
old wines are—by men with traditions of quality to 
live up to—men who have spent their lives at it and 
who have generations of experience back of them. 

Every cigaret is made by hand. Every one is in- 
spected before packing. I pass. personally on the 
smoking quality of every lot of tobacco blended. 
We use the thinnest paper ever put on a cigaret. 

Note this particularly—it’s a big point. ‘These 
cigarets will leave in your office or apartments no 
trace of the odor usually associated with cigarets. 
I defy anybody who approves the odor of any good 
smoke to object to the odor of these cigarets. (You 
know what the usual cigaret odor is like.) 


Another thing—you can smoke these cigarets 
day in and day out without any of that nervousness 
or ill feeling which most smokers are familiar with 
as a result of ordinary cigaret-smoking. This is 
straight talk and I mean it. These cigarets won’t 
hurt you and you owe it to yourself to find it out 
for yourself. ; 

The cigarets are packed in}cedar boxes,- one 
hundred to the box—done up like the finest cigars. 


Your Own Monogram 


in gold, will be put on your cigarets just as soon 
as you have tried them out and want them 
regularly. 

I will gladly send you full information about 
these cigarets, but talk is deaf and dumb com- 


‘ pared with actually smoking them. Smoke is the 


final test. 


My Offer 


Send me your order for a trial hundred of the 
size and value you prefer. Try the cigarets—smoke 
the full hundred -if you wish. Ifyou don’t like 
them say so and your money will be instantly 
returned. You need not trouble to return any of 
the cigarets. I will take my chances on your giving 
any you don’t want to someone who wil// like them 
and who will order more. 

I knew that American connoisseurs wou!d be 
quick to follow Europeans in recognizing the 
absolute superiority in smoking quality of Russian 
Cigarets. My sales prove it. 

If you wish to enjoy cigarets at their best, with- 
out injury to your health, to your own sense of 
refinement or that of your friends, tear out the 
coupon now, and get acquainted with real cigaret 
quality. 


Special to Dealers 


I am spending a large appropriation each month * 
in magazine advertising to introduce these cigarets. 
I want one first-class dealer in every town of im- 
portance as distributer, and to such I can turn 
over a good business, established and growing. 
Write me. 


THE MAKAROFF COMPANY OF AMERICA 


(G. NELSON DOUGLAS) 
95 MILK STREET, BOSTON, MASS. SUITE 84 


Draw a circle around the price indicating your selection | 


Find enclosed remittance for $ 

















in favor of G. Nelson Douglas for which 


please send me, prepaid, hundred 


Thr f $2.00, $3.00, $4.00 per 100 a. 
, cigarettes of size and value indicated 
sis “hereon. 


CZAR SIZE 


_ Name 
Thrée Values: 


{ $2.50, $4.00, $6.00 per 100 


[Above blends also made in ladies size. Prices orvapplication 
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Whether 
you spend the 
summer at home 
or abroad — among 

the mountains or at the 

shore—everywhere you 
will find the most health- 
ful refreshment in a glass 
of ice-cooled 


beverage for 
a hot summer’s day, 





either alone or as a blender. 
The purest of all efferves- 
cing mineral waters— 
first in popular favor 
where the prime re- 
quisite is ex- 
cellence. 


pos 


* 
1 The ideal 














Hair Dressing Ss . 

Marcel Waving ‘ Pompadours 
Shampooing J A N D R Transformation 
Manicuring e FE Toilet-Articles 
Hair Coloring Shell Omameneg 
Scalp Treamen 93 WEST 29TH Fleurs-Plumes 
Facial Massage NEW YORK Parures 

















OUR SHOE TREES PRESERVE THE 
APPEARANCE, WEAR AND 


COMFORT OF SHOES 





THEY BRING SHOES BACK TO 
THEIR ORIGINAL SHAPE 
WITHOUT STRETCH- 
ING OR DISTORT- 
ING THEM. 

























THOSE 
WHO USE 
THEM FIND THAT 
THEIR SHOES NEVER 
HAVE THAT BAGGY WORN 
OUT APPEARANCE AND THE WEAR 
AND COMFORT IS GREATLY INCREASED. 
LEADING SHOE DEALERS EVERYWHERE SELL 
THEM. IF YOUR DEALER DOES NOT SELL THEM WRITE 
FOR OUR HANDSOMELY ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET ON 
THE CARE OF SHOES SHOWING THE VARIETY OF TREES 

WE MANUFACTURE AND TELLING HOW TO ORDER BY - 
MAIL. ASK FOR BOOKLET H, SENT FREE ON REQUEST. 























O. A. Miter Treeinc Macuine Co, 
BROCKTON, ‘ MASs. 
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Flat Clasp Garters 


That sense of absolute security, complete comfort — neat- 
ness is secured only by wearing Brighton Flat Clasp Garters, The 
perfectly flat clasp holds gently, but securely. They give the ankles that 
smooth, sleek appearance, 

The web is one piece pure silk (not mercerized cotton). No sharp pro- 
jections toinjure theclothing. All metal partsheavily nickeled. If your 
dealer hasn’t them, 25 cents willsecure a pair from the makers—postpa id. 


PIONEER SUSPENDER CO., 718 Market St., Philadelphia, Pa. 
Makers of Pioneer Suspenders 



















Make the best eocktail. A delightfal 
aromatic for all wine, spiritand soda 
beverages. A tablespoonfulin anounce 
of kage | or sweetened water a/ter 
meals, affords relief and aids digestion. 


_BITTERS 


important to see that it is Abbott’s. 





OLD CROW RYE sretcr WHISKEY soe so 


BOTTLERS, NEW YORK 
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The Spenders 


F YOU happen to read, by chance, 
I The books of the present day— 
The “breathlessly strong romance” 
(I quote from the press dope’s bray), 
You’ll find, when the hero, say, 
Has a cabman to reimburse, 
He does it the same old way, 
He “flings the driver his purse.” 


When the heroine drives from the dance, 
When the villain sneaks away; 
When the “spirited horses prance,” 
And “the dawn is cold and gray”’; 
No matter who has to pay, 
To change he is quite averse; 
The legal fare? Pooh! Nay, nay! 
He “flings the driver his purse.” 


As the plots of these tales advance, 
You notice with mild dismay 
The reckless extravagance 
That all of these folks display; 
And the cabbies—how blest are they! 
Each fare, “with a muttered curse 
Springs out and is off”—but, stay, 
He “flings the driver his purse.” 


L’ENVOI 


Book-cabbies! Your life is gay— 

I believe if you drove a hearse 
The corpse, though inanimate clay, 
Would “fling the driver his purse 
—‘* Teddy Robinson in Cleveland Leader. 


had 


She Was Worried 


— Oklahoma people here were low in their 
minds to-day about an outrage or two per- 
petrated on that territory by the Statehood bill. 
One of them was making quite a fuss about it, 
claiming things would be all wrong, when the 
territory becomes a State. 

“Reminds me,” said Raconteur Oulahan, 
“ofa thing that happened in my school days. We 
used to have a lecture every Friday afternoon, and 
one day the lecturer was a geological sharp and 
chose Niagara Falls for his topic. 

“He told us all about the geological formation 
of the falls, described the different periods that 
could be traced in the gorge, and then went on to 
say that the falls were slowly wearing back 
toward Buffalo, and that in the course of some 
200,000 years they would have worn back to 
Erie, Pa., and that town would be left high 
and dry. 

‘Just then one of the girls in the class began to 
sob wildly. ‘What’s the matter?’ asked the 
teacher in alarm. 

““ Oh,’ she wailed, ‘I’ve got a’ sister living in 
— Correspondence New York 

orid, 


How Seabirds Quench Their Thirst 


THE means by which seabirds quench their 

thirst when far out at sea is described by an 
old skipper, who tells how he has seen birds at sea 
lar from any land that could furnish them water, 
hovering around and under a storm-cloud, clat- 
tering like ducks on a hot day at a pond, and 
drinking in the drops of rain as they fell. They 
will smell a rain squall a hundred miles distant, 
or even farther off, and scud for it with almost 


Type D, $2,800 
1,800 pounds; 45 miles an hour. 
Four cylinders. Air-cooled. 

No car of its weight ever 
performed so remarkably, and 
no car of any description is so 
comfortable and luxurious, ex- 
cept a Franklin. 


$500-Punch-Bowl First Prize 
won by a Frankli 


KAY 





The Franklin is not simply a gasolene-saver and the greatest mileage-giver, but it isin gg 
every way the most efficient of all motor cars—American or foreign ; water-cooled or air- 
cooled ; one-cylinder or six-cylinder or anywhere between. 
If anybody ever doubted Franklin efficiency, the’ great Two gallon Contest has over- 
whelmingly convinced him—or he is not convincible. 
Write us for the whole story of the contest. 
Four-cylinder Runabout, $1,400 


aft-driven Runabout, $1,650 
Four-cylinder Light Touring Car, $1,800 


H. H. FRANKLIN MFG. CO., Syracuse, N. Y., M. A. L. A. M. 


Four-cylinder Touring Car, $2,800 
Six-cylinder Touring Car, 000 
f. o. b. Syracuse. 











LONG ISLAND SOUND 


by Daylight 
PART OF THE RESTFUL SEA TRIP TO 





CALPER'S | FINGER 


254 25# 


nawpoustiaset| 2 APS! 
CALDER’S 


NAIL POLISH TABLET 


Insures a brilliant, lasting agp ne to 
the nails, quickly and easily given. 


AT SHOPS. SAMPLE MAILED, 10 CENTS 
ALBERT L. CALDER CO. 
Providence, R. I. 
CALDER’S DENTINE ?-YES 











N pes SCOTI 


LAND OF EVANGELINE 


via the 
DOMINION ATLANTIC RAILWAY’S 


Express §.S. PRINCE ARTHUR. 

For Rates, Tickets, Literature. etc., apply to MUNSON 
S.S.LINE, 82 Beaver St., New York; Thomas Cook & Son, 
245. 1185 Broadway and 649 Madison Ave.; Raymond 
& Whitcomb Co., 25 Union Square West, or any Tourist 
Agent. 



























SMITH @ WESSON 


“HAMMERLESS” SAFETY 
Is the Only Absolute Safety 


There is no hammer to receive an accidental blow— 
to slip from the thumb while cocking—to catch on 
some foreign object. There is no hammer to be 
thoughtlessly left cocked, and the trigger absolutely 
caunot be pulled accidentally. 


SMITH & WESSON Hammerless 
Safety Revolversare perfectly and en- 

tirely accident-proof. Only by press- 
ing the safety lever in a natural 
way at the second of firing 


ALL SMITH & 
WESSON Revolvers 
have this Monogram 
trade-mark stamped 
on the frame.. None 
others are genuine. 













Over 250,000 SMITH & WES: 
SON Hammerless Safety Re- 
volvers have been made and 
sold-and not one single acci- 
dent has ever been reported. 


SMITH & WESSON Re- 
volvers are the thoroughbreds 





Our new booklet, ‘‘ The Revolver,” illustrates and describes each 
model in detail and gives an expert’s instruction for target f th 1 orld id 
shooting. The most interesting and instructive revolver catalogue of the revolver world—made 
published. Sent free upon request. Address Dept. A. distinctly for gentlemen’s use. 





inconceivable swiftness.—Scrap Book. 


SMITH & WESSON, 42 Stockbridge Street, Springfield, Mass. 
- Pacific Coast Branch, 2330 Alameda Avenue, Alameda, Cal. 


can a cartridge be exploded. ° | 
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The “Quality” 
of Pabst Beer 


The Best Materials and the Cleanest Process 
Make It Most Popular. 





Pabst’s process of brewing is exclusive all the way 
through, and that is the ‘‘reason why” Pabst beer 
is to-day the most popular brand of beer in the 
world. 

People know when they drink Pabst Blue Ribbon 
Beer that it is the cleanest beer in the world, be- 
cause it never is touched by human hands in its 
entire process of manufacture. 

People know when they drink Pabst Blue Ribbon 
Beer that it is the richest beer in the world, because 
it is made from the exclusive Pabst eight-day malt, 
which is the only malt in the world that retains all 
of the richness of the barley. 

People know when they drink Pabst Blue Ribbon 
Beer that they are drinking a beer that is fully aged, 
because it is aged by the exclusive Pabst process and 
is never mixed with “young” beer to give it head or 
body. 

People know that for the past sixty years Pabst 
has been foremost in the manufacture of a superior 
beer, because he has spent millions to brew a beer 
that is perfect in Age, Purity and Strength, and 
Pabst’s Blue Ribbon stands to-day without an equal 
as a clean, pure, wholesome, refreshing beverage. 








Real 
Scotch 
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@ A Pure Scotch whisky is the 
best stimulant a man can drink. 
@ A Pure Scotch means one 
without artificial coloring, made 
from carefully selected and pre- 
pared grain and distilled in an 
absolutely cleanly manner. 
@ SANDERSON’S “Moun- 
ri tain Dew” Scotch is aaAREAL 


| | ogg vin ree Scotch whisky, made in a pot 








ie 


is 






SS 


IN 








\ J at Nt sill, slowly and with the greatest 
ii . care. 

Missus: YoU MUST KNOW SOMETHING OF THIS. q Then it is subjected to proper 
WHY AIN’T YER SCARED? 


Girl: ISE JUST AS SCART AS YOU, MISSUS, ONLY aging. 
WOOL DON’T SCARE SAME AS HAIR. gq Try it and note how you feel 

















Confessional 








A Woman’s Tr: apothegm, 


Platonism and 

epigram have 
been done to death in 
; recent smart literature. 
Incited thereto by the popular success of sev- 
eral publications of short and more or less witty 
paragraphs, some writers seem to have gone 
epigram-mad. Although expressed in epigram 
form, the truths in Madame Helena Woljeska’s “Sust one mome my 
“A Woman’s Confessional” are not intended to 
be “smart.” They are drawn from real life, 


on receipt of seventy-five cents, by Lire Pus- 
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Perhaps you've noticed other books on etiquette 





from actual experience, bitter at times, joyous besides 

at others, but all expressing some phase of a rT : % 
life that has been lived. Some of them may ex- IF, ° Guide to Bad Manners 
press erroneous views, but they throb with by James Montgomery Flagg. Yes? Well, 
vivid actuality. The dainty little book may be if they're not base imitations, they came after- 
had of all dealers or will be sent to any address, ward. Use your own judgment. If your druggist 


or grocer tries to palm off something “just as good’ 


just stare at him coldly and order directly from 


LISHING ComPaNY, 17 West Thirty-first Street, Life Publishing Company, 17 West Thirty-first 
New York City. 


Street, New York, and send 75 cents along. 
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3rd—“And then the lover with 


his ballad.” 


Makes a delightful food-drink, nourish- 
ing and refreshing the tired body and 
wearied brain. More nutritious and satis- 
fying than other fountain drinks. A light 
luncheon for everyone, old or young. 
More invigorating than tea, coffee or cocoa 
for the table. 

Pure, rich milk and the extract of choice 
malted grains in powder form. Prepared 
by simply stirring in water. A nourishing, 
easily assimilated food in impaired diges- 
tion, satisfying without giving any dis- 
tressed feeling. A glassful hot upon 
retiring brings refreshing sleep, 

In Lunch Tablet form also, with chocolate. 
A delightful confection, far healthier than 
candy. At all druggists. A sample, vest 
pocket lunch case, also booklet givin 
valuable Sotleananaeineettansinan 

ASK FOR HORLICK’S; 


others are imitations. 
Horlick’s Malted Milk Co., 
Racine, Wis., U. S. A. 


Montreal, 
Canada. 

















on, 
England. 











Perrins; sauce 
i a é 


A bottle of Lea & Per- 


rins’ Sauce is one of the 


most useful 


items in 


every well-equipped 


kitchen. 
soning 


No other sea- 
improves 


the 


flavor of so many differ- 


ent dishes. 


Beware of Imitations 


= Look for Lea & Perrins’ sign 


ature 


John Duncan’s Sons, Agts., N. Y. 

















Terrier Lived Through Fire 
Imprisoned for Days in Wine Cellar of San Francisco Hotel 


Tenge the early hours of Thursday morn- 
ing, April 19, while the flames were licking 
up everything inflammable within the walls of 
the Hotel St. Francisa, a little fox terrier remained 
locked up in the wine cellar of the hotel, deserted 
and forgotten by the attachés of the hotel when 
they were forced at midnight to abandon the 
doomed structure. When the beautiful and 
costly building on Union Square became a 
blackened ruin and the conflagration was fight- 
ing its way toward the Western Addition, the 
little fox terrier still lived, unharmed, though 
terror stricken from the tortures to which it must 
have been subjected. 

But with the dying out of the flames that con- 
sumed everything within the four walls of the 
building, save the little fox terrier, the dog’s 
troubles were by no means at an end. James 
Hall, who had charge of the wine cellar of the 
hotel, was the owner of the little animal, and 
he remembered, while the hotel was still a 
seething furnace, that the dog was locked in the 
cellar. 

Though powerless to rescue it, he lost no time 
in getting back to the hotel after the fire to dis- 
cover the dog’s fate. But he could not get near 
the wine cellar. For days afterward the ruins 


Up-to-Date Auto Jargon 


planned purchasers of automobiles are 
frequently more mystified than instructed by 
the explanations of salesmen, but New York’s 
automobile row has one salesman who carefully 
avoids technicalities. Said he to a prospective 
customer: 

**You see, when the piston comes up and com- 
presses a lump of gas a spark jumps in and 
touches it off and the engine gives a poke, which 
turns the erankshaft around. Then the piston 
comes back and chases out the burned gas and 
takes in a fresh charge as it goes back; then it 
comes up and the load gets a spark and the piston 
is blown back and the crankshaft gets another 
poke just as before. Every time a spark is let in 
the engine gets a poke and gives it to the crank- 
shaft, you see. It’s perfectly simple and simply 
perfect.”—New York Sun. 





To the Poorhouse 


EAN GERARDY, the well-known ’cellist, at a 
dinner in Philadelphia praised American wit. 
“You are all witty,” he said. ‘‘From your mil- 
lionaire down to your gamin you are quick, 
nimble and sparkling in retort. 

“Your gamins’ wit is sometimes cruel. It 
caused a friend of mine to flush and mutter an 
oath one day in New York. 

‘My friend, in a hurry to catch a train, ran out 
of his hotel to catch a cab, and a ragged little boy 
opened the cab door for him and handed him his 
valise. 

“*He gave the boy nothing. In his hurry, you 
see, he forgot. 

“The disappointed urchin smiled sourly and 
called out this order to the driver: 

““*Nearest poorhouse, cabby.’”—New York 
Tribune. 








tone 


Autoload 
WUTe 














Lr ines 


aT Ba 


=e 5 


Se. 





were so hot that all thought of probing about in 
the ruins was out of the question. Five days 
later Hall succeeded in getting into the wine 
cellar, and one of the first things to greet his 
Startled gaze was the little fox terrier crouched 
beneath some machinery. The heat in the wine 
cellar must have been intense, but the little ani- 
mal had managed to escape the flames and came 
out of the ordeal unsinged, although nearly dead 
from thirst and hunger. 

With tender care Hall nursed the dog back to 
good health and spirits, and not many days after 
his rescue he was as cheerful and lively as before 
the fire—San Francisco Chronicle. 


No danger in shooting this gun; as the : 
breech mechanism is within the gun, 


encased by thick Special Steel, which 












has no cut, screw hole or bolt hole in top 


or back to weaken it. The Remingtcn 
Autoloading Shotgun is a Hammerless 
Repeater of five shots, which loads itself 
and takes up practically all of its own recoil. 
Ask your dealer or write for catalogues. 


List Price, $40 and upwards 
The Remington Arms Company 


ILION, N. Y. 
Agency, 3515 Broadway, New York City 
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ROM the artistic standpoint, the Chickering Piano occupies the proudest po- 
sition of all pianos in the world. @, BECAUSE of its artistic merit it super- 
seded all others years before any of the American pianos now manufactured 

were established. € BECAUSE it is the only American piano of its time now 
living, and BECAUSE it stands to-day the recognized representative of the highest 
development in artistic and scientific piano-building. @. Its position was not gained 
and is not maintained by purchased influence. Est. 1823. Cat 

CHICKERING & SONS. 796 Tremont St.. Fenway Station, BOSTON 
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MORTON TRUST COMPANY 


38 NASSAU STREET, NEW YORK 


- $2,000,000 
Surplus and Undivided Profits, $7,500,000 


OFFICERS: 


. 
James K. Corbiere, Vice-Pres. 


Capital, - - - 


Levi P. Morton, President. 

Thomas F. Ryan, Vice-Pres. H. M. Francis, Secretary. 

Charles H. Allen, Vice-Pres. Charles A. Conant, Treasurer. 
Paul D. Cravath, Counsel. 


EXECUTIVE COMMITTEE: 


Levi P. Morton Paul D. Cravath 

Thomas F. Ryan G. G, Haven 

Charles H. Allen James N, Jarvie 

Edward J. Berwind Jacob H, Schiff 
Harry Payne Whitney 
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Suicide with Comfort 


wi YOU know the only Irishman who ever 
committed suicide?” asked W. P. Pollard, 

of a Louisville Courier-Journal man. ‘‘ You know 
it is said that Irishmen never commit suicide, and 
when the argument was advanced in a crowd of 
that nationality he was so unstrung that he de- 
cided to show his opponents that Irishmen do 
sometimes commit a rash act. He accordingly 
disappeared, and the man who employed him 
started a search. When he got to the barn he 
looked up toward the rafters and saw his man 
hanging with a rope around his waist. 

***What are you up to, Pat?’ he asked. 

***Oji’m hanging meself, begobs!’ the Irishman 
replied. 

“Why don’t you put it around your neck ?’ 

**Faith, Oi did, but Oi couldn’t breathe,’ was 
the unsmiling reply of the man from the Emerald 
Isle.” —Cincinnati Commercial Tribune. 


A Gallant Compliment 


pape gallantry could no further go than 
the compliment Sarah Bernhardt, safe in 
Paris, recalls of the Western dry goods clerk who 
said to her, ‘‘Madame, I learned French only to 
hear you, and it was worth it.”—New York 
World. 


Foolish Ways of Men 


VER watched a man as he takes a chair? 

He’ll move it—every time—even if it’s only 

an inch. He wouldn’t sit in it just where it was 

for the world. Watch him next time and see if he 

doesn’t move it. A woman will seat herself with- 

out touching the chair—a woman is more philo- 
sophical, anyhow. 

Men are queer creatures, as every one knows, 
comments a writer in the Philadelphia Press, 
A man will always stir his coffee before drinking 
it. This is very foolish—he should taste it first 
to see if it needs stirring. 

Few.men open their personal correspondence 
without looking at the postmarks to see the time 
of posting. Women, on the other hand, tear open 
the envelope at once; they are in too much ofa 
hurry to waste any time. 

When a man puts on his hat he almost always 
looks inside it first. What he expects to see 
remains a mystery, but he looks for it all the 
same. 

He subjects the point of his pea to the same 
careful scrutiny before commencing to write a 
letter. A woman starts right off—jabs her pen in 
the inkpot and straightway begins to scribble as 


| if her life depended on it. 


It is the man who reads with his back to the 
light, holding his book in one hand. Herein lies 


'| wisdom. A woman rests her book on the table 
'|and leans both elbows thereon. But the foolish- 


ness of the man’s act lies in the fact that he is seek- 
ing comfort and seldom takes this position 
because it is the most scientific one. Of course, 
he finds it isn’t comfortable—his arm aches after 
the first ten minutes, whereupon he puts his book 
down and remarks he is going out. 

It is the man who lets out secrets—not by tell- 
ing them, but by ill-timed silence. He does 


|| worse—by refusing to gratify the curiosity of his 
the creation par excellence of the nation. || 


questioners he invariably causes them to jump t0 
conclusions much more damaging than the truth 
of the matter.—Detroit Free Press. 





4 S° 
\ 
Alford, 
petty 0 
ant hac 
a day t 
end of 
jury bo 
“ tw 
juror,’ 
“66So 
“An 
ments ' 
the att 
addres: 
jury,’ a 
feeling 
comme 
and int 
that lor 
out to | 
with h 
turned 
could t 
“ ‘W 
‘You g 
“Th 
“ ‘T| 
when t 


| arrived 


went 0 
mony ¢ 
guilty, 
other v 
agree V 

An 
cisco C 


W' 
with n 

“ My) 
Frencl 

“ Yo 
them : 
Scrap 











ver 
rd, 
Ow 
ind 


vas 
ald 


ir? 
nly 
yas 


th- 


lo- 
WS, 


ing 
rst 





_ 


One Juror 


“QOME years ago, while I was residing at 

Visalia,” remarked Attorney William H. 
Alford, ‘‘I was called to Hanford to defend a 
petty offender in a Justice’s Court. The defend- 
ant had demanded a jury trial, and we put in half 
a day trying to get a jury, only to find out at the 
end of that time that we had one lone juror in the 
jury box. 

“Well, I’m willing to try the case with one 
juror,’ said the attorney for the prosecution. 

“So am I,’ I declared. : 

“And we proceeded with the trial. The argu- 
ments were howlingly funny, for the reason that 
the attorney for the prosecution persisted in 
addressing the lone juror as ‘gentlemen of the 
jury, and I succeeded in swelling the jury with a 
feeling of pride and satisfaction by some timely 
comment on the self-evident honesty, intelligence 
and integrity of the body. I really ‘thought I had 
that lone juror won. Then the constable led him 
out to the jury room, where he might deliberate 
with himself. In twenty minutes the jury re- 
turned with the announcement that no agreement 
could be reached. 

“«What!’ thundered the justice of the peace. 
‘You get back there again and reach a verdict.’ 

“The jury was out twenty minutes more. 

‘The jury disagrees,’ was the announcement, 
when the Court asked the lone juryman if he had 
arrived at a verdict. ‘You see, it’s like this,’ he 
went on to explain. ‘When I consider the testi- 





mony of one side I want to find the defendant 
guilty, and when I consider the testimony of the | 
other witnesses I want to discharge him. I can’t 
agree with myself.’ 

“And the jury was discharged.”—San Fran- 
cisco Chronicle. 


Hard Hit by Napoleon 


WH Napoleon was only an officer of artil- | 
lery, a Prussian officer said in his presence, 
with much pride: 
“My countrymen fight only for glory, but | 
Frenchmen for money.” | 
“You are right,” replied Napoleon; ‘each of 
them fights for what he is most in want of.”— | 
Scrap Book. 








Redmond &.€o. 


HIGH GRADE INVESTMENT | 
BONDS AND SECURITIES 


LETTERS OF CREDIT | 
FOR TRAVELERS | 


Philadelphia 507 Chestnut St. 


33 Pine St., New York. 

















Emerson-Angelus 


Anyone Can Play This Piano 


T consists of an Emerson Piano, entirely within the case of which is built the |) 
| famous Angelus Piano-player, thus being an instrument which is always 

ready to be played by anyone, either in the usual manner, by the keyboard or 
by means of the Angelus perforated music rolls. 

We selected the Emerson as a fitting piano in which to install the Angelus 
because it is a piano of established reputation and true merit, having been upon the 
market for more than fifty years, in which time eighty-five thousand have been sold. 
It has a beautiful tone, sympathetic action and has proven to be a piano always 
reliable and satisfactory. 

The interior Angelus is essentially the same as the cabinet Angelus, which 
is acknowledged to be the best in principle, workmanship and operation. No other 
piano-player has the human touch of the Angelus and no other has the Phrasing 
Lever, the most valuable and important device ever put upon a piano-player. 

For more than ten years we have been incorporating the Angelus in pianos 
and the combination instruments we now offer to the public are the results of years of | 
experience and success. 

Is not the Emerson-Angelus the piano which is bound to yield the largest 
returns in satisfaction and enjoyment ?, for it will be something more in your home 
than a mere piece of furniture. It will be a musical instrument which can be played 
by anyone even if he or she is entirely ignorant of notes and keys. 


Local Agencies throughout the Country 


THE WILCOX & WHITE COMPANY 
MERIDEN Established in 1876 CONN. 
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@ Are you furnishing a House or 
Decorating a Room? 


Life’s Pictures 








are 
@ Have you wall spaces or spots Pusteitiiie 
which you wish to make artistically 
Appropriate 





effective at small cost? 


@ A dainty catalogue showing in miniature reproductions many of 
Life’s Prints will be sent to any address on receipt of ten cents. 


LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY, 17 West 31st Street, NEW YORK 
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When about to go on any kind of a journey, let one of 
your first precautions be to see that you have your 


Williams “sie? 
ic 

It can be bought wherever there are stores, but you may 
reach places where there are no stores. It will detract 
from the pleasure of your fishing trip if you are unable to 
give yourself a satisfactory shave at any place where you 
may camp. 

Williams’ Shaving and Toilet Soaps ana toilet prevarations are sold all over the 


world. If you have any difficulty in securing them, write to us, and we will tell you 
where you can secure them regularly. 


The J. B. Williams Company 
Glastonbury, Conn. 


Tell your wife how pure and good Williams’ Shaving Soap is, and she will know 
how good Williams’ Jersey Cream Toilet Soap is. 





In order to get the benefit of both copying and non-copying 
r:bbon many typewriters have both kinds of ribbons on one spool. 


The New Tri-Chrome 
mith Premier Typewriter 


gives you in one ribbon this combination as well as red typewriting 
when needed, by simply moving a small lever. 


The price is the same as that of all Smith Premier Models 
THE SMITH PREMIER TYPEWRITER CO., Syracuse, N.Y. 





WHEN YOU ASK 
THE IMPROVED 


REFUSE ALL SUBSTITUTES | 
and Insist on Having the Genuine 
“Si The Name is 


stamped on every 
loop— 


The 


CUSHION 
BUTTON 


CLASP 


Lies flat to the leg—never Slips, Tears nor Unfastens 


Sample pair, Silk 5%., Cotton 25c 
Mailed on receipt of price. 


CEO. FROST CO., Makers 
; Boston, Mass., U.S.A. 
ALWAYS EASY 
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FINE OLD 
LIQUEUR 


BRANDIES 


GENUINE OLD 
BRANDIES MADE 
FROM WINE 


Sole Agent 
G. S. NICHOLAS 
New York 
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‘While there is Life there’s Hope.” 


VOL. XLVIII. AUGUST 2, 1906. No. 1240 
17 West Turrty-First STREET, New, YorRK. 


hams newspapers reported 
United States Treasurer 
Treat as saying, on July 18th, 
that there was a dime famine. 
“‘The cry for dimes,” he said, 
‘comes from every part of 
the country. The demand 
for them is 
extraordin- 
ary, and 
there ‘has 
been nothing like it in 
the history of the coun- 
try.’ The Treasury’s 
supply of all the subsidiary silver pieces 
got very low last month, and all the 
mints were put to making more. The 
official explanation was that the people 
are prosperous, and so being, are carry- 
ing loose change in their pockets. They 
do so, it seems, when they are prosper- 
ous. They like the jingle of the coins. 
All this is interesting in itself, but still 
more so in its relation, if it has any, to a 
remark attributed on July 10 to Mr. 
Henry H. Rogers. The papers said that 
Mr. Rogers in replying by letter to the 
invitation of a friend to participate in a 








new business venture declined and - 


wrote: ‘If I ever was diseased with 
enterprise, I am now cured.” The com- 
mentators expounded this passage to 
mean that the attitude of the Admin- 
istration towards some of the corpora- 
tions was so unsatisfactory to Mr. Rogers 
that he was disinclined to take any new 
chances in trade. He had been cured of 
enterprise by the course of treatment 
lately inaugurated by the President and 
Congress. 

This was a significant remark of Mr. 


Rogers, and we have ruminated con- ° 


siderably as to what response to make to 
it: whether to congratulate him on being 
cured without having to be detained in 
any of the government sanitariums, or to 
deplore his cure on the ground that 
enterprise was a useful disease, and that 
it was good for all hands to have him 
have it. We are still undecided what to 





‘hare 


say, and along comes this news about 


the scarcity of dimes to make our in- 


decision the more acute. 





H’*s Mr. Rogers’s cure gotanything to 
do with the dearth of dimes in the 
Treasury? Has he got the bulk of the 
dimes somewhere, and is he sitting on 
them out of spite? We guess not. Then, 
if the people have got the dimes in their 
pockets, as the Treasury officials say, is 
that a swift consequence of Mr. Rogers’s 
cure? Do the people get more dimes and 
get them easier when Mr. Rogers is 
active in trade and hospitable to new 
enterprises, or when, forthe time being, he 
is laid off? 

The proceedings which have cured 
Mr. Rogers are, presumably, such doings 
as the insurance investigations, the 
Government inquiry into the relations of 
the Standard Oil Company with various 
railroads, the stirring up of scandal 
about the beef-packers and the enactment 
of the new .meat-inspection laws, the rail- 
road rates bill and the closer supervision 
of trade by the Interstate Commerce 
Commission. The decision of a Massa- 
chusetts court that Mr. Rogers got 
several million dollars too much out of a 
gas deal came after his cure was an- 
nounced, and, therefore, doesn’t count as 
helping it. 





No: then, is it good for us who want 

to have dimes jingling in our pockets 
to have Mr. Rogers cured of enterprise by 
such proceedings as have been named ? 
Has Government interfered so much 
with the free conduct of business that 
men who ought to stay in active business 
will be driven out? Have Rogers and the 
rest been the geese that have been laying 
golden eggs for us or have we been the 
geese that have been laying golden eggs 
for them? Shall we all be impoverished 
if their lucrative activities are restricted, 


or shall we get a somewhat larger share 
of the golden eggs we lay if Mr. Rogers 
ceases for a time to make the rounds with 
his basket ? 

Of course, LiFE does not know the 
answer to all these hard questions. Per- 
haps business has been too much dis- 
ciplined. Nobody can tell beforehand 
how such a law as the railroad rates law 
is going to work, and probably if it works 
at all it will work some mischiefs. For 
our part, however, we have faith to be- 
lieve that the new inquiries and investiga- 
tions and laws are at least going to do 
more good than harm and that if the 
crops continue good many folks will con- 
tinue to jingle dimes in their pockets 
whether Mr. Rogers stays cured or not. 
It is true that things proper to be done 
have been done by more clamorous and 
sensational processes than were to the 
public advantage, and that has hurt con- 
fidence. Nevertheless, enterprise is epi- 
demic in this country, and one cure will 
not arrest the disease. 





APITAL PUNISHMENT seems to 

be passing away. In half a dozen 
States it has already been abolished, but 
they are States of limited influence. The 
States whose laws are most influential 
and most shape the laws of all the other 
States are New York and Massachusetts. 
In neither of these old commonwealths 
has there lately been a direct agitation to 
abolish capital punishment, but in both 
of them there have appeared unmistak- 
able signs of increased reluctance to put 
anybody to death by action of law. It is. 
becoming obvious that the substitution 
of electrical execution for hanging was a 
mere step toward the abolition of the 
death penalty. Better let it go and have 
some surer punishment for the crimes 
that are now capital crimes than continue 
a condition of things of which the Rogers 
case in Vermont, the Tucker case in 
Massachusetts and the Patrick case and 
many other cases in New York are the 
symptoms. If we don’t believe in the 
necessity or the expediency of capital 
punishment any longer, or if our nerves 
cannot endure it, it is better that we 
should amend our laws and prescribe for 
murder and like crimes some penalty 
which we still have the fortitude to 
inflict. . 
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THE AMERICAN SOLDIER 
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Our Fresh Air Fund 
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AT LIFE’'S FARM 


AN AFTERNOON PERFORMANCE 


Uncle John’s Good Time 


O ALL appearance Uncle John 
Rockefeller is having a bully time in 
France. It is debatable whether he or 
Mr. Longworth is having the most fun. 
The French are pleased with Uncle John 
and observe no taint on his dough. They 
are acquiring the English of it. Say to 
them ‘‘tainted!” they reply “‘’tain’t.”” So 
learning follows in our solvent country- 
man’s footsteps. 

The French admire him and he them. 
He praises their thrift, thrift being Uncle 
John’s strong suit. Thrift is no trouble 
when you have a superabundant income 
and are not in Society. Uncle John has 
never been in Society, except Baptist 
Society, which is not stylish and is inex- 
pensive. He is in oil, railroads, the gas 
business and nearly everything else 
known, except Society and jail. We 
guess he will never be in these last; any- 
how, not in Society. 

But he does not seem to care. He 
shows more symptoms of enjoyment than 
he has ina long time. His Nemesis is not 





working—doped, maybe, or locked out— 
and he exhibits a levity of spirit which 
recalls the old days, before he broke 
down his digestion trying to run a forty- 
horse-power mind on a diet of railroad 
lunch-counter sinkers. 

It is delightful to see Uncle John so 
happy. We also have done some’ wrong 
things, and seeing him so frolicsome 
makes us hope now that we, too, may 
never be caught up with. 


O NOT 

profess too 
much friendship 
for any woman 
—she is always 
likely to resent 
it. 


E WOR- 
ship many 
gods, but only 


one devil. WHEN SHE DOESN’T 
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A Judicial Dramatic Criticism 


T ISN’T often that dramatic criticism 
is put on the records as an official 
judicial decision. This has been done, 
however, by New York’s Court of Special 
S [> Sessions in the case of the prosecution of 
Mr. George Bernard Shaw’s ‘“‘ Mrs. 
Warren’s Profession.” The learned 
Court in its decision, discussing the 
complaint, says, among other things: 

“The dramatist has in this play used old 
and hackneyed materials, the common tools of 
scores of other playwrights, but he has used 
them more boldly. It must be said for him 
that he has made vice less attractive than 
many other dramatists whose plays have never 
received the censorious attention of the police. 

In fact, there is so little that is attractive that 
it is safe to predict, without the preliminary sensational 
advertisement of this proposed production, its life on 
the boards would be short.” 

This is virtually what Lrre said in its criticism of the 
play. The whole hysterical proceeding is a high tribute 
to the good sense of Anthony Comstock, ex-Police Com- 
missioner McAdoo and the narrow-minded 
element in the community which incited the 
prosecution. 
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The German Emperor’s pedigree has been traced back 
to King David.—The Cable. 
ECIDEDLY, this should strengthen the 
hands of Christianity, since it makes the 
founder of that religion a cousin of the reign- 
ing Hohenzollern. Blood, of course, is thicker 
than water. We shall all enjoy seeing the 
dreary higher critics got in a corner where 
they will have to shut up or incur the very 
real perils of lese majesty. 
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F MR. ROOSEVELT were the exclusive asset 
of any one party, might it not constitute a too 
glaring instance of dangerously excessive wealth ? 


A MIDSUMMER NIGHT’S DREAM 


If Things Don’t Mend 


ITIZEN: Well, Senator, what did you do at to-day’s 

session ? 

SENATOR: I voted to give an extra appropriation of $7,000, - 
ooo annually to the Post Office Department, $15,295,746.83 
for additional canal work, $2,900,009 toward the forestry 
work, $3,674,052 for something or other in the Philippines, 
$5,537,007 for two new battleships, and lastly I put through 
my pet bill to increase the Government reserve in the Treasury 
to at least $800,000,000. By the way, have you got a fiver 
VEMEATG, aveuh abd. oe eine te aeeee ae Goeinne web ene about you anywhere? I’m a little short. Thanks. Send it 

PEOPLE TO LET THEIR CONSCIENCES DO THE PRICKING around to you ina couple of days. 
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taken his wife along.” —Toledo Blade.] 


Oh, it’s take your wife along— 
Don’t be selfish like a shellfish! 
Show her London and Hongkong. 
Royal lips will smile to greet you, 
Emperors will rush to meet you, 
Kings will wine you, 
Queens will dine you, 
If you take your wife along! 





Won’t it be a nice sensation when in London 
town you land 

And the King comes down to meet you at the station with a band ? 

And among the haughty Germans ’twill be comforting, somehow, 

When the Emperor shouts, “ Pully! und you prought dot leedle 
frau!” 


The Respectability of the Very Rich 


OR some time there has been a marked tendency among 

the very rich to grow respectable, causing honest alarm 
in many quarters. Husbands are beginntfng to live regularly 
with their wives, and deprecating their own condition to the 
advantage of the poor. The very rich are doing more repu- 
table things every day and getting on our nerves by their 
efforts at morality. If this keeps up, what is to be the end? 

We look to the very rich to furnish us with bad examples. 
If they are all going to be decent and cultivate the virtues, we 
shall begin to envy them, thus adding another measure to our 
discontent. . 

One of the safeguards of the very rich has been that by 
dissipation, and selfishness, and promiscuous extravagance, 
they have weakened their energies, and the production of 
their own kind has been strictly limited by their unstraightened 
circumstances. If they are being tempted to lead simple lives, 
however, and to get the idea that money isn’t everything, they 
will begin to multiply, and some precautionary measures may 
be necessary to keep them within reason 

Every very rich person ought to have at heart the good of 
his fellow man, and be foolish and fast enough to be held in 
contempt by those who respect themselves. The main purpose 
of his life is to do enough things that are not worth while, in 
order that the majority may learn not to follow his example. 

Let the very rich beware, therefore, and not attempt to 
become too good; otherwise their only source of usefulness 
will be over. T. M. 


The Paper Age 


ee will say that illiteracy is no sign of mental and moral 

decrepitude, in immigrants coming from a country where 
schooling is only for the rich, and imagine therewith to dispose 
of this plan for keeping out everybody who can’t read. But 
profounder students, with a better sense of ultimate verity, will 


FIG for un-uxorious, sardonic Bernard Shaw, 
Who sneers at love and marriage and maternity-in-law. 
For the burden of this humble but cooperative song 
Is hang expense in traveling—and take your wife along. 





‘are 
Take Your Wife Along 


(‘Nick Longworth wouldn’t have had half so good a time in Europe if he hadn’t 


Oh, it’s take your wife along— 
Though it’s trouble, pay for double, 
And you'll certainly Belong. - 
King and common, priest and peasant, 
Will attempt to make things pleasant, 
From the steerage 
To the peerage— 
If you take your wife along! 


Let the addled Muse of Satire woman’s vanity deride— 

After all, no decent honeymoon’s complete without a bride; 

And when so equipped for travel all the world may come and cheer 
As you stop at famous capitals around this girded sphere. 


So, it’s take your wife along— 
You had better not forget ’er ! 

- ’Twould be rude as well as wrong. 
How the dickens would you mingle 
With the Royalty, if single ? 

It is very 
Necessary 


That you take your wife along ! Wallace Irwin. 





perceive that as long as we have such vast forests available for 
wood pulp, we cannot afford to be letting in people unless they 
are going to buy newspapers, at least, not to insist upon real 
literature. The standards of living, the sanctity of our ideals, 
the palladium of our liberty, these are all right in their piace 
and time, but just now it is the paper market that we are legis- 
lating for, as we have legislated before for steel. tin-plate, 
Connecticut tobacco and other forms of cordage. 
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In a Railway Station 









HAT is there about selling tickets that sours the 
human heart? Why does a man part with a bit of 
pasteboard for its cash value with such sullen reluc- 
tance and such manifest hostility to the purchaser? 
Selling anything is dull work, where there is no per- 
sonal profit in the transaction; yet every post-office 

clerk shows no rancor, only a jaded indifference, when he 
hands us a two-cent stamp. The bitterness with which the 
railway agent and the theater agent regard their innocent cus- 
tomers finds relief in an habitual discourtesy which marks the 
distance we have yet to travel before we reach civilization. 

A ticket seller in a very big railway station invented for him- 
self a simple device which sweetened his daily labors. It con- 
sisted of ierking the purchaser’s change through the windows 
with such force that at least one coin rolled on the dirty floor. 
His humor being of a somewhat sardonic order, it amused him 
to see ‘‘ patrons of the road”’ (we revel in stately phrases) grov- 
eling for their scattered quarters and dimes. Had he been in 
England, the said patrons would have used very bad language 
and probably punched his head. Had he been in France, they 
would have lodged a general complaint against him, as unfit, 
by reason of incivility, for public service. But free-born 
Americans, “‘heirs of the ages and rulers of the world”—I 
quote a Congressional speech—are of a singular and saintlike 
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meekness. They merely picked up their money and departed. 
Then one day, waxing careless through impunity, this young 
humorist miscalculated his distance. The quarter, scornfully 
tossed to a fat old gentleman, struck the windowsill and re- 
bounded, falling at his own feet. Somewhere in the inner 
darkness it fell, and when he bowed his crested head to search 
and search in vain for it, the citizens whom he had oppressed 
jeered with light hearts at his discomfiture. It had never oc- 
curred to them to right their own wrongs, but they were grate- 
ful to a tardy Providence, which thought fit to interfere in their 
behalf. 

There is a very moral story in the early editions of that 
severe nursery classic, ‘‘Original Poems,” which tells how a 
bad boy—who was also a bad marksman—threw a stone at an 
old gentleman, and how the stone, rebounding from a tree, hit 
the bad boy on the head. I did not believe that story when I 
was an incredulous infant, but now I am disposed to think it 
true. Agnes Repplier. 


In New York 


Pec you think of some unusual thing to do to-night— 
something we haven’t done before ?”’ 
‘‘We might spend the evening at home.” 


<A SLZLgE 





WHY THEY MARRIED 


THEY HEARD THAT PEOPLE OUGHT TO WED 
THEIR OPPOSITES IN LIFE. 

HE FINDS AN OPPOSITION WHERE 

HE THOUGHT HE’D FOUND A WIFE! 





-WHEN HIS WIFE DIED HE MARRIED HER SISTER— 
A PRACTICAL MAN WAS M’GRAW. 

“IN THIS WAY,” HE SAID, “I’VE NO TROUBLE 

TO BREAK IN A NEW MOTHER-IN-LAW.” 








FROM AN ARTIST'S SKETCH-BOOK 











The Owner: YoU CAN SWIM, CAN’T YOU? 
The Guest: N-NO. 
“THEN WHY THE DEUCE DIDN’T YOU TELL ME? I ALWAYS CAPSIZE WHEN I GO OUT IN THIS BOAT.” 





Copyright, 1906, by Lire Pustisnine Company 
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This 


Bubble = 


T LOOKS as if Critic Metcalfe when he wants to 
attend the theater hereafter will have to come to 
Boston or go over to Philadelphia.—Boston Globe. 


That’s pretty tough on him, but the 
Court of Appeals may save him. 


H 


It is the opinion of Colonel Lewis, of Pittsburg, 
that there will be no lawyers 800 years hence.— 
Rochester Democrat. 

The Colonel seems to have very 
definite ideas about the end of the 
world. ( 


The fourth son of the German Emperor 
is coming to this country and to Harvard to 
finish his education.— Boston Herald. 

Instead of Rah! rah! rah! it 
may become Ja! ja! ja! 


Q 


The son of a Pittsburg millionaire has been 
arrested for burglary —Houston Post. 


Is that all ? — 
el 





The country has small confidence in the good dis- 
position of the meat packers or in Uncle Jimmy Wil- 
son’s ability to make them be good.— Pittsburg Sun. 

Frequent inspection of the inspectors 
and frequent changes of their posts would 
help. 





“~PLASOWS 


A MONOCHROME 


JOHANNA WHITE AND JOHNNY BLACK 
WERE WED ONE SUMMER DAY, 

AND WHEN THEIR LITTLE DAUGHTER CAME, 
THEY CALLED HER NELLIE GRAY. 





This is a pretty good country, and it is our business 
to make it better —Philadelphia Inquirer. 

Fine. Let’s start with the yellow news- 
papers. How does that strike you, Mr. 
Inquirer ? L 

q LI 

Senator Bacon wants the Congressional Record 
read by the people —Houston Post. 

What sort of an inhuman monster is 
Senator Bacon, anyway ? 


The next task which President Castro has pro- 
posed to himself is to put the Monroe Doctrine out of 
commission.—Baltimore American. 


Our participation in the Algeciras con- 
ference and some other things might 
indicate that our own busy President had 
anticipated the busy Castro. 


m 


$40,000,000 will buy 800,000,000 beers.—Wash- 
ington Post. 


What comfort is there in a statistic like 
that to the thirsty man who hasn’t a 
nickel to buy one? 

or" 

Thomas A_ Edison says that he will soon place 
the automobile in the reach of all.—Rochester Post. 

That will enable us all to deal prompt- 
ly with the reckless chauffeur who maims 
or kills and speeds away. 


Before a Norwegian girl can marry she must pre- 
sent a certificate showing that she can cook.—Port- 
land Advertiser. 

With that law in force here, matri- 
mony would become extinct. 


% 


Senator Depew has broken his long silence to say 
that he won’t resign.—Philadel phia North American. 


“QO shame! where is thy blush?” 


€ 


Mr. J. G. Phelps Stokes, the millionaire, who has 
decided to become a Socialist, will not carry his con- 
version so far as to make an actual division of his 
wealth.—Boston Herald. 

Not much. Up-to-date Socialism is a 
case of ‘‘do as I say, not as I do.” 


mS 


Mr. Bryan’s chances are brightening in Massa- 
chusetts—New York Tribune. 

The Massachusetts chances must, 
therefore, now be about 16 to 1 against. 








**] WONDER IF I CAN LAND ON THE GREEN FROM HERE?” 








Some people are disposed to regard the pure food 
bill as a pure fake bill—Atlanta Constitution. 


The adulterators and rebaters have 
done a good deal of snickering in their 
sleeves since the Republican Congress 


adjourned. & 


Tom Platt’s United States Express Company 
building in New York is to be twenty-one stories high. 
—Houston Post. 

A twenty-one-story obstacle to the 
establishment of the parcels post in 
America. ry 


A New York woman saved her life when attacked 
by a lion in the Black Hills by singing all night.— 
Pittsburg Dispatch. 

It’s a safe bet that’s the woman who 
practiced all winter across the street from 


LIFE office. 
ST UINs 


It is the poor breakfast that causes the 
craving for the 11 o’clock copita, and the 
prospect of a bad dinner at home sends the 
weary and cavernous husband to the can- 
tina before wending his way to the scene 
of domestic reunion.— Mexican Herald. 

And the copita and cantina 
obviate any craving for the poor 
break fast. 
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AN ALPHABET OF BORES 




















[IS a Quoter who’ll cite 
His favorite authors all night; 
Tho’ glowing with Thought, 
Like the Moon he is naught 
But a second-hand dealer in Light. 


By OLIVER HERFORD 























*S a Rabid Reformer whose prose 
Insures you a health-giving doze; 
One I wouldn’t much mind 


If he’d only be kind, 


And not slam the door when he goes. 





In Remembrance of Him 


RULY, there must be an uplift about 
the memorial windows which Mr. 

H. H. Rogers has caused to be put in the 
church back in Fairhaven, especially the 
pieces which illustrate the Sermon on the 
Mount. If we are not to have the Sermon 
on the Mount in business, the next best 
medium, perhaps, is stained glass. And 
who will say that Christ lived in vain 
when worldly men go to such enormous 
expense to celebrate the incidents of His 
sublunary career? If Mr. Rogers has not 
laid out as much money for the windows 
as it would cost him to do as he would 
be done by, let us reflect that with all 
the adverse influences working against 
Standard Oil, very likely he did not feel 
as if he could afford the more splendid 
memorial at this time. The humble and 


the contrite heart is, unfortunately, less 
and less within the reach of any but the 
very poorest. , 


Business Is Business 


(oe What are your lowest 
terms as a son-in-law? 

Count: One million. 

‘All right; P’llsign a check to-morrow.” 

“And how soon shall I marry your 
daughter?” 

“Oh, you won’t marry her; I’m going 
to hold you for a rise and sell you to some- 
body else.” 


Advice to Authors 


— should be particular about 
the kinds of pens he selects. Upton 
Sinclair chose the Chicago pens and is 
making a fortune out of them. 


Mottoes for Autoists 


PPORTUNITY makes the scorcher. 
An auto by another name would 
smell as sweet. 

It’s easier for a rich man to enter the 
Kingdom of Heaven than for a fat man 
to mend his own bubble. 

Automobiling should begin at home, 
but it shouldn’t end there. 

Motor in haste, repent in jail. 

It’s.a wise child that knows its own 
father—in motor regalia. 

Motors should be seen and not smelt. 

A little nail is a dangerous thing. 

Spare the machine and spoil the child. 


“Tt WANTED my voice tried.” 
‘Well, I’ve tried it, and I find it 
guilty of tonal murder in the first degree.” 


———- 
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The Reformation of Deacon Weatherwax 





The Fatuity of Truth 


HE man who said “Truth is mighty and will prevail” 
was a merry wag who winked as he said it; he might as 
well have been yelling other platitudes through a megaphone 
at a Coney Island mob and obtained as much public attention. 
The fact is, truth has gone out of fashion with other crude 
and unvarnished things; it has been relegated to ineffective 
pulpits, books of popular quotations, moral magazines and 
rural spellbinders. Truth was found to be awkward in busi- 
ness, embarrassing in finance and de trop in society, and, like a 
poor relation, was found tolerable only away from home during 
the vacation season. What the age wants and will use are those 
two working substitutes for truth, its brothers with the bar sin- 
ister, Euphemism and Platitude. 

Civilization is the art of securing the line of least resistance, 
of obtaining the most labor with the least sweat; and anything 
which interferes with its triumphant progress must stand aside. 
Truth was a form of medieval crudeness which neither but- 
tered parsnips nor attracted investors and which at times 
offended the sensibilities of the Captains of Industry; and a 
thoughtful world abandoned it, except for use among the lower 
and dangerous classes, whose names adorned neither the 
society columns of the press nor the directories of our financial 
institutions. Its abandonment has been a great moral uplift 
to the age, by eliminating thieves and scoundrels from finance 
and, under the benign patronage of Euphemism, giving us an 
active, agreeable band of exploiters, promoters and stock 
irrigators. Truth was necessarily crude and hampering; it 
lacked discrimination and the nice art of differentiation. 
Under the polite reign of Platitude and the elegant ethics of 
Euphemism, all that sort of thing has passed. If some coarse 
person in overalls breaks into a bank, wrecks the safe and 
walks off with a bundle of bills and bonds, we know at once 
he is a thief and yell for the police; but when a well-dressed, 
Christian gentleman breaks out of a bank with all its assets in 
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his grip, we recognize the money-maniac and send an alienist 
and a lawyer to compromise with him. 

When some meek, lowly and negligible person chips a piece 
off the Decalogue, we call for Truth, which stigmatizes him as a 
rascal, degenerate, immoralist and enemy of society, and the 
world of rational modernity breathes easier. When one of our 
best people, one who figures in the directory of a bank, trust 
company, insurance company or other organized grafting 
machine, runs his automobile through the Ten Command- 
ments, the kindly old world wags its head gently and smiles 
indulgently when Euphemism tolerantly remarks, “‘How un- 
conventional, how Bohemian!” 

This is as things should be. Truth may have been useful in 
the past; and while it should not be abolished, it should be 
made to know its place. A man with truth to tell and goods to 
sell is in no sense a business man. Truth in the stock market 
would wreck the republic and lead to socialism; and truth in 
society would be as intolerable as nudity. The level-headed 
youth who keeps his eyes open will read over their portals as 
he enters business and finance this significant legend, ‘‘ Aban- 
don truth all ye who enter here.” Joseph Smith. 


Result of Environment 


“T SAW the oddest freak the other day,” says the man with 
the honest eyes and the trustworthy face. 

‘“*A three-legged calf?” we ask, smiling. 

“No. It was a chicken that had fur instead of feathers.” 

“ce Fur?”’ 

‘“‘Yes. It was hatched from a cold-storage egg.” 


Rapid 
“| TOOK a girl out in my machine yesterday, and held her 
hand, proposed, was accepted and kissed her three times 
all inside of forty-two minutes.” 
“You ought to be put in jail for exceeding the speed 
limit.” 


eo look a gift auto in the chassis. 








INSTON CHURCHILL’S Coniston, 

in spite of a highly volatilized histori 
calintention,is classable with David Harum 
rather than with The Crisis. A double- 
decker story, spanning.two generations of 
lovers and politicians, it begins in an era of 
ingenious Jacksonianism and traces the 
political sophistication of one of the smaller 
New England States. Told, as it were, 
from a chaise-longue; chatty, conversational 
and informal to a degree; full of well-placed 
anecdote; surcharged with an infusion of 
delicate sentiment; certain from its quality 
to be popular, yet liable from its quantity 
to be cloying, the book seems destined to be 
one of the “best sellers” and ‘Have you 
read Coniston?” to be one of the summer’s 
conversational standbys. 


Henry W. Nevinson’s A Modern Slavery 
contains an account of the writer’s tour of 
investigation, undertaken at the instance 
of one of the American magazines, to 
observe and report upon the operations of 
the disguised slave trade carried on in the 
Portuguese possessions on the west coast 
of Africa. It is a satisfactorily harrowing 
account by a competent harrower, a piece 
of missionary muck-raking which is a grate- 
ful change from the domestic article in that 
it excites our righteous indignation without 
impugning our discretion. 


Huntington, Jr., by Edward Clary Root, 
is a very passable example of that literary 
fad of the hour, the romance of Reform. 
The younger Huntington is recalled from 
budding athletic and social triumphs at 
Yale by the financial and other storm- 













WEATHER FORECAST 


Clearing 


‘Lire * 


clouds gathering on the horizon of the elder, 
and the events of his business and political 
campaign are woven by Mr. Root into a 
story at least superficially realistic and told 
with a pleasantly straightforward conviction. 


The work of George H. Haynes upon 
The Election of Senators gathers into 
readily apprehendable form all the obtain- 
able information bearing upon the move- 
ment looking to the popular election of 
United States senators. It traces the his- 
tory of the constitutional provision, analyzes 
the results of its operations and outlines the 
arguments both for and against its amend- 
ment which have been based upon these 
results. In short, it is an excellent text- 
book for those seeking a practical under- 
standing of a public problem of growing 
prominence. 


A catchy cover, bold print and a story 
that matches both, are the distinguishing 
features of Sirocco, by Kenneth Brown, a 
modern Arabian Nights tale of the adven- 
tures of a Yankee rolling stone in the 
sultanate of Sirocco on the southern shore 
of the Mediterranean; one of the books that 
makes promises as far as one can see it and 
then keeps them, that will take one’s eye 
at a railway news stand and one’s attention 
for a hundred miles. 


Frances Little’s story of The Lady of the 
Decoration combines some unmistakably 
genuine descriptions of a Japanese mission 
school and of experiences in Vladivostok 
and on the Inland Sea with a pretty love 
story of familiarly obvious construction, 
but of perennial acceptability. The inti- 
mate glimpses of Japanese school children 
and of lite in Kobe during the recent war 
add a touch of intrinsic value to the little 
book for those who know its scenes. 


The Larkins Wedding, by Alice Mc- 
Alilly, is a saturated solution of the syrup 
of sentiment, warranted absolutely pure and 
free from adulteration. Mrs. Larkins, who 
is a washerlady of pardonable ambitions 
and invincible optimism, is a_ literary 
cousin-german of Mrs. Wiggs of the Cab- 
bage Patch, and while she lacks Mrs. Wiggs’ 
gift of philosophic epigram yields in no 
other essential to her celebrated relative. 
The book, which is not intended 
for masculine consumption, is 
heartily recommended for city 
use to ladies under fourteen and 
over eighty and, in rural districts, 
to those under twenty and over 
forty-five. 

J. B. Kerfoot. 


Coniston, by Winston Churchill. (The 
Macmillan Company. $1.50.) 

A Modern Slavery, by Henry W. Nev- 
inson. (Harper and Brothers. $2.00.) . 








FALSIFYING HIS ACCOUNT 


Huntington, Jr.. by.Edward Clary Root. (Fred- 
erick A Stokes Company. $1.50.) 

The Election of Senators, by George H. Haynes. 
(Henry Holt and Company. $1.50.) . 


Sirocco, by Kenneth Brown. (Mitchell Kinnerly. 
$1.50.) 

The Lady of the Decoration, by Frances Little. 
(The Century Company. $1.00.) 

The Larkins Wedding, by Alice McAlilly. (Moffat, 
Yard and Company.) 


The Kind He Liked 
TRAVELER in China tells the fol- 


lowing story: He confesses a weak- 
ness for ginger ale. Somewhere in the 
Flowery Kingdom he felt this thirst be- 
yond his power to control, so, going into a 
prosperous store where foreign goods 
were much in evidence, he asked for his 
particular drink. 

Mr. John Chinaman replied by asking, 
“‘You likee ginger ale?” 

““Yes, very much.” 

‘You very muchee likee ginger ale?” 

“Yes, very much.” 

‘*What kind you likee?” 

‘Imported ginger ale.” 

“Oh, you likee imported ginger ale, 
allee samee Watson’s Ginger Ale from 
Manila.” 

“Yes, Watson’s Ginger Ale I like very 
much.” 

‘*You likee Watson’s Ginger Ale?” 

‘Yes, give me a glass quick.” 

“No have got.” 


Weddings 


A QUIET Wedding—Two deaf mutes. 
A Heavenly Wedding—Two stars, 

A Wooden Wedding—Two Poles. 

A Yellow Wedding—Two Chinese. 

A Green Wedding—Two harps. 

A Novel Wedding—An English Duke 
and a poor American girl. 

A Military Wedding—Two drummers. 

A Spring Wedding—Two acrobats. 

A Tin Wedding—An octogenarian and 
a girl of seventeen. 



















in a straight line. 


,caught intermittent 
glimpses of the 
sea as he sped 
along. The 
wastes between were sandy streaks, 
interspersed with sparse stubble and 
those hardy green things that flaunt 
their verdure so persistently in the 
face of old ocean. 

On the other side lay the white 
road, rounded, and smooth as a bil- 
hard table. 

It seemed a long time to Holton 
before the train slowed up for Tabor 
Junction, but it came at last. He 
looked at his watch. It was 12.05. 
The train was fifteen minutes late. 

Holton got out and stretched his 
legs on the station platform. Lined 
up alongside of this platform was a 
motley group of carriages—four hacks, 
two buckboards and a small gasoline 
runabout. All around was the same 
inevitable waste of sand and brush, 
with a few bleak houses in the dis- 
tance. 

I'rom the runabout sprang a 
small boy. He ran up to Hol- 
ton effusively. 

“Why, hello, Mr Holton. 
What are you doing here?” 

“Hello, Bob. I thought I’d 
surprise you. How did you 
happen to be at the station?” 

“Oh, I had to get some® 
gasoline over there, and I thought I’d 
just run into the station to see the 
people come in. Gece! But I’m glad 
to see you. You’re coming to see us, 
ain’t you?” 

Helton smiled. 

“Well,” he said, ‘I thought I’d run 
down for a few hours and take a 
look around. Is that your car?” 

“Yes. Papa gave it to me for my 
birthday. It’s a dandy one, isn’t it?” 

“Splendid. Just right for you. 


For fully 


forty miles 
down the 
coast the railroad lay 


Dick Holton, as he 
looked out of the window 
of the flying express, 


‘Lire’ 


A Gasoline Courtship 


By GRACE CHAPMAN SPADER 


‘Father and mother well?” 

Ves.cir.”” 

“And your sister?” 

“*Gerty’s all right. Say, Mr. Holton!” 

“Well, Bob?” 

“You came to see Gerty, didn’t you?” 

Holten hesitated slightly. Of course 
he had come to see her—who else? It 


You haven’t learned to drive the big one 
yet?” 

“No. The chauffeur is awful mean. 
He was giving sister a lesson the other 
day, and I asked him if he would let 
me, and he wouldn't.” 

‘Your people all home?” 

“Yes, sir.” 


(Continued on page 143) 
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THE CLASS IN AMERICAN HISTORY 
What made Columbus think the world 
Was round? The class declare, 
“ Because in dealings with the world 
He found it was not square.” 


\ 


Have we our heroes much in mind, 
And do we hold them dear ? 
“Oh, yes; and that’s one reason why 
We all do Paul Revere.” 


Pray, how came Washington to be 
A writer of renown? 
“* Because he from the very first 
Began to cut things down.” 


Can you tell, when his cake was dough, 
Why traitorous Arnold ran? 
“ He had good cause—for Benedict, 
He was a married man.” 


What bird is noted as the first 
To wing electric flight 

Into the clouds? “An easy one: 
Ben Franklin’s little kite.” 


And when the siege of New Orleans 
The British set about, 

Why did their spirits sink? ‘ Because 
Old Jackson baled them out.” 


What battle of the Civil War, 
When that strife had begun, 

Was like a bear raid in Wall Street ? 
“The battle of Bull Run.” 


What present the United States 
To Panama has made ? 
“When it despaired of a canal, 
We gave its Colon aid.” 


Why does the money of our land 
Show cause its worth to trust ? 
“Because the image on our coin 
Is all head—hence no ‘bust. 
—Baltimore American. 


» 


Ir 1s said that Bishop Whipple, of Minnesota, being held up by 
a footpad, said, indignantly, ‘‘ Sir, 1 gm the Bishop of the Protest- 
ant Episcopal Diocese of Minnesota!” ‘The devil you are!” 
replied the robber; “why, that’s my church, too !”—Grit. 


THE SUBURBANITE: I made arrangements with two cooks 
yesterday. 

His WIreE (astonished): Two cooks ! 

“Yes. One is to come to-morrow, and the other in two 
weeks.”’—London Telegraph. 


THE CITY CHILD 

My meadows are the city parks, 

My flowers the florists’ bloom, 
A little square of sky is mine 

From windows of a room. 
And when I dance upon the hills, 

Or by the river’s gleam, 
It only is the make believe 

That comes to me in dream. 

—Baltimore Sun. 


TOO ALTITUDINOUS 


THERE WAS A YOUNG LADY OF BOSTON, 
WHOSE MANNER HAD SUCH A DEEP FROST ON, 
SHE INVARIABLY FROZE 
EVERY ONE OF HER BEAUX 
WHEN HER HIGH PLANE OF THOUGHT THEY GOT LOST ON. 


By THE side of a certain portion of a suburban railway stands 
a glue factory, which sometimes gives out a particularly offensive 
smell. A lady who was obliged to travel on this line quite often 
always carried with her a bottle of lavender salts. One morning 
an old farmer took the seat beside her. As the train neared the 
factory the lady opened her boitle of salts. Soon the car was 
filled with the horrible odor of the glue. The farmer put up with 
it as long as he could, then shouted: ‘‘ Madam, would you mind 
puttin’ the cork in that ’ere bottle ?”—Tit-Bits. 


ONE LAST ATTEMPT 


A young Northern woman once went out to visit the famous 


old chapel and cemetery of St. Roch, near New Orleans. The 
eccentric old Frenchman in charge was delighted to show her 
about, and when they came to one of the “stations” where hung 
a painting of the Crucifixion, wishing to make sure of a firm foyp. 
dation for her appreciation of the subject, he inquired: 

“Madame is an artist?” 

“No,” modestly replied ‘“‘ madame,” “‘only a student.” 

The old man was visibly disappointed, but, taking new coy. 
age, he tried again: 

“Madame has traveled much. Perchance to Paris?” 

“No,” replied the lady, with proper regret, ‘I have never been 
to Paris.” 

Increased disappointment. almost reaching the point of disap- 
proval, but followed by another brave attempt at establishing 
mutual interest and understanding. 

“Madame is a good Catholic?” 

“No,” sadly replied the unfortunate woman, a trifle uncom. 
fortable, although amused. 

“Well,” in desperation, “‘this painting is by a great artist, 
French artist who lives in Paris. It represents the Christ who 
long ago was crucified upon a cross. You have heard of Him?’ 
—Everybody’s Magazine jor May. 


A SIMPLE EXPLANATION 

Mike and Pat worked for a wealthy farmer. They planned to 
turn burglars and steal the money which the farmer had hid in 
one of the rooms of his house. They waited until midnight, then 
started to do the job. 

In order to get the money they had to pass the farmer’s bed- 
room. Mike says, “I’ll go first, and if it’s all right you can follow 
and do just the same as I.” 

Mike started to pass the room. Just as he got opposite the 
door the floor creaked. This awoke the farmer, who called out, 
““Who’s there?” 

Mike answered with a “meaow!” (imitating a cat). The 
farmer’s wife being awake, too, said, “‘Oh, John, it’s the cat,” 
and all was quiet. 

Now Pat started to pass the door, and as he got opposite it the 
floor creaked again. The farmer called out again, louder than 
before, ‘“‘ Who’s there ?” 

Pat answered, “‘ Another cat.”—Buffalo Times. 


A BALLOON RAILROAD 

There has recently been put into operation in the mountains 
near Salzburg, Germany, a balloon railroad. It consists of a 
stationary balloon fastened to a slide running along a single steel 
rail. The rail is fastened to the side of a steep mountain, which 
ordinary railroads could not climb, except through deep cuts and 
tunnels. The balloon floats about thirty-five feet over the 
ground and a heavy steel cable connects it with the rail. The 
conductor can, at will, make the balloon slide up and down the 
side of the mountain. For going up the motive power is fur 
nished by hydrogen gas, while the descent is caused by pressure 
of water, which is poured into a large tank at the upper endo 
the road, and serves as ballast. Suspended from the balloonisa 
circular car, with accommodations for ten passengers. The 
cable goes from the bottom of the balloon through the center of 
the car to a regulator of speed, which is controlled by the com 
ductor.—Har per’s Weekly. 
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No. 1601. 


The A. B.C. of 
Traveling 


A place for everything—every- 
thing in its place, where you can 
get at it without trouble. 

Our No. 145 shown below— 
the A. B. C. Wardrobe 
Trunk—is the most practical 
trunk of its kind made. It 
does away with unpacking when 
you arrive and packing up when 
you leave—your clothes hang 


up just as they do in your wardrobe at home—an oak follower 
keeps them free from wrinkles, When closed takes up only 
half the floor space of the ordinary trunk. Price $35 and up. 


The A. B. C. No. 1601 Automatic Trunk 


Raise the lid and you raise the upper tray; 
drop the front and the second tray slides No. 145. 
in and out; easy access to everything. 


Style No. 1601, like cut, $20.00. yes a 


Write for our book, ‘‘Tips to Travelers,’’ telling 
you more about the A. B. C. Wardrobe Trunk, 


and showing you many new and practical arti- 


cles of traveling equipment manufactured by us. 
Abel @ Bach Company 
Largest Makers of Trunks and Bags in the World 


Milwaukee, Wis., U. S.A. 
Chicago Salesrooms: 46-48 Adams St. 


Insist upon having this mark on any Trunk, Suit Case or Bag 
you buy. It is your guarantee of quality, styleand durability 
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) a 
- You would spend months designing,tocliminate need- 
- less parts and useless weight. Ue have spent 10 years. 

F ‘You would go to any country for material to get the 
absolute best. So do we. 
You would keep the finest workmen at it till nothing 


* more could be done to add a merit. Ge do just that, 
and it takes 2,100 hours—10 months of working days 





.. for each car—more time and care than any one else 


spends on any but a racing car. By what process could 
nn, anywhere, produce a better car? Ulhere is 
another so made? 


After producing this car we figured the cost and selling price. We were 
pleased to find that the duties and excessive commissions on our only competi- 
tors make our charge—$4,250—barely half the cost of any foreign car that makes 
a comparison possible. 

We seek communication #ith those who will appreciate this car. For such 
it will give a service greater than any other mechanism the world has produced. 
Shall we send our book of details? 


J Special body, 


| = price on ap- 
Ss i Wk F. B. STEARNS CO., 
= Ss , Members A. L. A. M., 
J 2990 EUCLID AVENUE, 
Cleveland, O. 
New York Branch, 121 W. 89th 
St., Geo. F. Woolston, Mer. 
Boston Agents, Reed-Underhill 
Co., 222-4 Columbus Ave. 


Chicago Agents, Githens Bros. Co. 
1328-30 Michigan Ave. 
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of a Captain Who Took his 
Vessel to Sea Without a Life- 
boat? And What of the Man 
Who Calmly Sails Through 
Life Without a Life Insur- 
ance Policy for the Protection 
of Those Dependent Upon 
him? 

Take the Risk of Your 
Family’s Future From Your 
own Shoulders Once and for 
all, and Put it on a Strong 
Life Insurance Company 
Like The Prudential. You 


will never regret it. 


Send for Rates at Your Age, 
Now While you Think of 
it. Dept. O. 








The Prudential 


Insurance Company of America 
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TEM, President  1>corporated as a Stock Jersey'"Y Home Office, NEWARK, N. J. 


























Spring Water 


The most pleasing table water 
you have ever tasted. Abso- 
lutely pure, wholesome and 
healthful. 


Hiawatha Table Water has received 
the highest award at every World’s 
Fair at which it has been exhibited in 
competition with all other table waters. 
This is the proof positive of its 
superiority. 

Sold at all leading hotels, restaur- 
ants and cafés. Try it—then ordera 
case of your local dealer for home use. 

A little booklet, “It’s What's Inside” 


gives many recipes for delicious sum- 
mer drinks. It is yours for the asking. 





Hiawatha Spring Company 
Order Hiawatha Today. 





Distributors, Minneapolis New York 
Chicago St. Paul Duluth 
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THE CRYING NEED 
The horseless cart pervades the land, 
The wireless telegram; 
We have the seedless apple, and 
The boneless ham. 
These are to me of small portent, 
But, oh, my need is sore! 
If only some one would invent 
A wolfless door! 
—Carolyn Wells in Harper’s. 


“Wuat’s the difference between vision and sight?” 

“See those two girls across the street ?”’ 

“Ves.” 

“Well, the pretty one I would call a vision of loveliness, but 
the other one—she’s a sight.’”,-—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


Tue SoutH For Hospitatity: The Manor, Asheville, North 
Carolina, is the best inn South.—Booklet. 


PROPITIOUS 
An English daily had the following advertisement: ‘* Wanted 
—A gentleman to undertake the sale of a patent medicine. The 
advertiser guarantees it will be profitable to the undertaker.”— 
Christian Register. 


’Twixt beggar man and man of wealth, 
The difference is not immense; 

The former lives upon his rags, 
The latter on his rents—Boston Transcript. 


AN INVESTIGATION by the Belgian Government of the theft 
of leather mail bags in the Kongo Free State disclosed the fact 
that natives in the postal service took them, cut out the bottom 
and gave them to their wives to be worn as clothing.— Pittsburg 
Dispatch 

Hotel Vendome, Boston 

The ideal hotel of America for permanent and transient 

guests. 


BOTH IN THE SAME BOAT 

At a recent dinner, which was attended by a number of clergy- 
men, President Buckham, of the University of Vermont, told 
the following of Bishop Hall, of the Episcopal diocese of Ver- 
raont, in response to some good-natured chaff about the liberal 
views of the Congregational church and the ease with which 
almost anybody could join it: 

He said he had heard of a negro who had many times applied 
for membership in St. Paul’s church at Burlington, but had not 
been able to satisfy the bishop that his state of mind entitled him 
to admission. The negro had been advised to pray that his 
spiritual condition might improve. 

After doing so he made a new application. The bishop said 
to him: 

“Well, Erastus, have you prayed as I told you to?” 

“Yes, indeedy, suh; I done prayed an’ I done tole de Lawd I 
wants to jine St. Paul’s church, an’ de Lawd he say to me: 

**Good luck, Rastus; I been tryin’ to jine dat chu’ch fo’ 
twenty years mahse’f.’? "—Pittsburg Post. 


HEALTH AND Rest; NEw WaAvERLY HorTeL AND Batu 
House, Hor Sprincs, ARKANSAS. ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET. 


ALL ROUND BENEVOLENCE 

BENEVOLENT OLD GENTLEMAN (rescuing one small boy from 
the pummeling of two others): What are you hurting this boy 
for? 

“Because he made so many mistakes in his arithmetic this 
morning.” 

‘“*But what business was that of yours?” 

“Why, he let us copy our answers from his.’”’-—Translated for 
Tales, from Fliegende Blaetter. 


Mrs. Wuyte: Did you enjoy seeing Bernhardt ? 

Mrs. WyLkyns: Oh, yes. But one thing seemed queer. Are 
you sure she is a real Frenchwoman? Her pronunciation isn’t a 
bit like Mary’s.—Somerville Journal. 


“Yes, he won a prize at the amateur photographic exhibition.” 

“What! Why, he never took a good picture in his life. All his 
efforts I ever saw were nothing but gray smudges.” 

“That’s it. He labeled one of them, ‘A Day in London.’”— 
Philadelphia Ledger. 


Cannot G 
Tell 


Her Age 


What is it that makes 
a woman’s appearance 
an index to her age? 

Her complexion— 
wrinkles—angles—a 


double chin. 


If she will keep her 
skin clear and rosy, 
smooch out thewrinkles, 
round out the angles, 
and take away the double 
chin with Pompeian Mas- 
sage Cream, no one can 
tell her age by her looks. 


POMPEIAN 


Massage Cream 


will do all that; first, by taking out of the pores 

the dirt that mere soap and water does not touch, 

and by increasing the supply of blood, making the skin 
healthy ; second, by nourishing the tissues and developing 
the facial muscles, making flesh firm and plastic. Pompeian 
Massage Cream does more for the parts on which it is used 
than exercise and a Turkish bath can do for the rest of the 


body. 


This is the jar the 
druggist sells for 
home use. 


It is Nature’s greatest complexion assistant. 


WRITE TO-DAY FOR OUR FREE SAMPLE 


and a copy ot our illustrated book on Facial Massage, which 
every gentlewoman will find of greatest help to cleanliness and 
the care of face and neck. 

Gentlemen find in Pompeian Massage Cream a soothing, 
delightful restorative after shaving. _It removes the soap from 
the pores which plain water cannot altogether accomplish. 

We prefer you to buy of your dealer whenever possible, but 
do not accept a substitute for Pompeian under any circum. 
stances. If your dealer does not keep it, send us his name, and 
we will send a soc. or $1.00 jar of the Cream, postpaid on 
receipt of price. 


POMPEIAN MFG. CO. 
25 Prospect Street Cleveland, Ohio 


Both men and women like Pompeian Massage Soap, a 
toilet article of highest grade. For sale everywhere 


This is the jar the 
barber buys. 
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an 
seemed like an eternity since he had said good- 
by to her only three weeks ago. He couldn’t 
stand it any longer. And so he had taken the 
morning train from town, not even announcing 
in advance his coming. 

“Why, yes,” he said slowly. ‘I suppose so.” 

A cloud came over the boy’s face. Evidently 
something troubled him. Holton, on the watch 
for signs of any sort that might give him an idea 
of his welcome, was quick to notice it. 

‘““What’s the matter, Bob?” he asked. ‘‘Isn’t 
everything all right?” 
The crowd had quickly dispersed, the carriages 








leaving a pall of dust over everything. As if by 


mutual consent, Holton and Bob sat down on the | 


edge of the platform. Bob’s legs, shorter than 


his companion’s, dangled meditatively over the | 


side. 
“Mr. Rabb is here,” he said. 


“Yes, I heard he was. That’s why I came— 


that’s one reason why.” He turned to the Loy. 
“Bob,” he said, “‘we’ve had some good times 
together, haven’t we?” 

“You bet we have.” 

“Remember that fishing trip we had last 
spring?” 

“Gee, I do!” 

“And that time we went off sailing?” 

“Oh, my, yes, indeed. What fun! Can’t we 
go again?” 

“TI hope so. Now look here, Bob, I want you 
to tell me something. It’s mighty lucky you 
happened to be here. How long has Mr. Rabb 
been here ?”’ 

“Oh, about a week.” 

“Has he taken you out sailing any?” 

“No. He’s been too busy.” 

“What doing?” 

“Well, he’s, he’s” 

“Out with it, Bob.” 

“Well he’s been with sister.” 

“He’s a pretty good fellow, isn’t he?” 

The boy turned his dark eyes toward his 
questioner. He realized instantly that he was 
being cross-examined. Under other circum- | 
stances he would have resented it keenly. But 
Holton was his friend. They had had many | 
good times together. Also, his boyish sense of 
justice was stirred. Holton had been calling on 
his sister for some time. It seemed natural for 
Bob to accept him as one of the family. Suddenly, 
however, Rabb had appeared, then they had 
left town for the summer, and Rabb had taken 
up his quarters with them. Rabb was a man 
much older than Holton. Bob didn’t like him so 
well. He resented Rabb, because Rabb paid so 
little attention to him, and it seemed to him 
vaguely that Rabb had taken Holton’s place—a 


change, in his opinion, that was much for the 
worse. 





“Y-e-s,” he replied. ‘‘I suppose’ he is. But 
I don’t like him. I hate him,” he added, in a 
burst of confidence. 

“Oh, Bob! Don’t say that!” 

“Well, he never givesmeanything. Not that I 
care for that; only he orders me around. He 
Says, “Mygood boy, would you mind doing this ?’ 
and ‘There’s a fine little fellow.’ ” 

Bob stood up and imitated Rabb in a way that 
made Holton laugh in spite of himself. © 
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Chocolates 
and Confections 


known for their 
purity and goodness 
For sale where the best is sold. 


Y STEPHEN F. WHITMAN & SON, 
Yj 1316 Chestnut Street, Phila. 





Established 1842, 


Acker Merrall & Condit Co's 
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This gentleman—when at home —is a staid i . 


business man. He works six days (and some- Be “a 
times more) per week. But the Call of the Wild = (AX, 
appeals to him over-poweringly at least once each cee dt Ry 
year. Then he takes his rod and gun, together , Se. 4 
with his vacation trunkful of ‘‘ duds”— and the office ~~ S ify 

knoweth him no more for two weeks. 

One day he returns, as brown as an Indian, with an 
elastic step and a strange new twinkle in his eye. 


A Trip Worth While 


| YOU ought to know all about Colorado, how cheaply 

it is reached, and the best way to get there. We will 
send you our new 80- page illustrated booklet, entitled 
“Under the Turquoise Sky,” giving this information, for 
your name and three two-cent stamps. Remember Rock 
Island as the Colorado line and write to-day for rates, infor- 
mation and the booklet. 


JOHN SEBASTIAN, Passenger Traffic Manager, 
ROCK ISLAND LINES, 
_ Room 15, La Salle Station, Chicago. 
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‘He doesn’t mean anything,” he said; “‘that’s 
only his way.” 

Bob leaned over and put his face down 
confidentially. 

“Well,” he said, ‘“‘he’s a chump. You ought 
to see him make love to Gerty.” 

Holton sprang to his feet. 

‘Does she let him ?”’ he asked. 

Bob nodded his head straight up and down, 
slowly, several times. 

‘“*How do you know?” 

“‘T heard ’em both.” 

“What happened? I’ve a right to know. 
Tell me.” 

“‘T went up by the piazza the other night, and 
he was talking—oh, you never heard anything 
like it! Soft soap and spoons! It was awful.” 

‘*What did she do?” 

“‘T don’t know. She didn’t say much, except 
once when he kissed her.” 

‘‘Kissed her!” 

‘‘Well, I heard a smack, and then she said, 
‘How dare you!’ And they both got up and I 
had to skip—quick.”’ 

There was a silence. Holton looked out over 
the green patches in the distance, and along the 
sandy road that curved off through the village 
street. The station bus was returning. 

“Bob,” he said at last, “‘do your father and 
mother like Mr. Rabb?” 

““Gee! Yes. Mamma thinks he’s great. I 
heard her talking to sister about him yesterday. 
She said she thought he was such a nice man, 
and would make a lovely husband.” 

‘And what did your sister say?” 

“She didn’t say anything.” 

“‘Are you sure that Mr. Rabb kissed your 
sister ?”’ 

“T heard it quite plain.” 

Holton took his watch out. ‘‘Excuse me a 
moment,” he said. He walked back into the 
station. 

“What time is the next express back to the 
city?” 

““Tt’s due here now.” 

‘““One way, please.” 

He threw down a bill, took the change and 
ticket, and hurried out on the platform. 

“Bob,” he said, as he opened up his dress suit 
case, and took out a huge box of candy, ‘‘this is 
for you. Now, I’m going back, Bob.” 

‘“‘Back where ?”’ 

“To town. There’s the whistle now.’ 

“But I thought you were coming to see us.” 

“‘T was. But I changed my mind.” 

“Oh, please, please!” 

“No, Bob, old chap. I'll come some other 
time.” 

‘But sister” 

‘Some other time.” 

The tears stood in the boy’s eyes. Something 
was wrong. He felt guilty. 

“T wish I hadn’t said anything,” he cried, 
doubling up his fists. “Tl kill Mr. Rabb,” he 
added, ‘‘the first chance I get. He isn’t half 
such good fun as you.” 

‘Never mind, Bob. 


’ 





It’s all right. There 


comes the train. Good-by, my boy.” 
The express rumbled in. 
“Shall I tell sister you were here?” he gasped. 
“Yes, yes, if you like—just as you like.” 
Holton jumped aboard. The train started off. 


He waved his hand. Bobby watched the train 
silently, sorrowfully. Then, as it disappeared 
around the curve, he jumped frantically into his 
little automobile, turned the crank, and was off 
down the road as fast as his motor would carry 
him. 

The Gaylor cottage was two miles away. It 
took Bob only about seven minutes to get there. 
Luncheon had just been announced. Gertrude 
Gaylor had just risen from the piazza to go in 
and join the others as Bob, almost breathless in 
his excitement, came up. 

‘Bob, you’re late. Run upstairs and make 
your toilet—quick. You know papa will be 
angry. Where have you been? Did you break 
down ?”’ 

“No, I didn’t. I’ve been talking with Mr. 
Holton.” 

Gertrude started back. 

“Mr. Holton—Dick Holton!” she exclaimed. 
‘Where ?” 

“At the station.” 

“Where is he?” 

“Oh! he’s gone back to town.” 

‘‘When did you see him?” 

‘Just now. He came from town.’ 

“On the noon train?” 

‘6Ves,”” 

‘*And he’s gone back ?” 

6 Ves,”’ 

“Bob, what do you mean?” 

Bob hung his head shamefacedly. 

“Don’t blame me,” he muttered. ‘‘I wanted 
him to stay, but he wouldn’t.” 

‘“He came to stay, didn’t he?” 

‘*T—guess—so.” 

“Then you must have told him something. 
Bob, did you mention Mr. Rabb—did you dare 
do that?” 

“‘He asked me.” 

“What did you tell him?” 

No answer. 

Gertrude put her arm around him. She kissed 
him. 

‘‘Bob,” she said persuasively, “‘I’m not angry. 
Only tell me what you said. I won’t mind.” 

“Honest ?”’ 

‘‘Honest.” 

“Well, I said that Mr. Rabb was sweet on 
you, and that he—kissed you.” 

“How could you say that, Bob? It wasn’t 
true.” 

“‘But I heard him—the other night.” 

“No, no! Oh, dear. What is to be done?” 
Gertrude spoke half to herself. “‘He has gone 
back. He never will forgive me.” 

She clasped her hands frantically. Then, 
suddenly, an object met her eye. 

Gaylor’s big red 40 horse-power auto was 
standing in front. 

She looked at her watch. It was 12.37. The 
express train had ten minutes the start. Could 
she catch it? 

Without an instant she had run out to the 
machine. The boy flew after her. 

She sprang into the front seat. She threw on 
the switch. Luckily it was a machine that 
started on compression. 

There was a whir. 

Gertrude threw in the low clutch, opened the 
throttle, and they were off. 

The road lay straight ahead—for forty miles 


? 


it wound its way along, across diminutive bridges, 
through stretches of sand, through the streets of 
almost deserted villages, with here and there a 
larger town, with a town hall, and a wonder. 
faced clock in the center. 

Gertrude advanced the sparker little by little, 
She opened up the feed valve. Her lessons from 
the chauffeur had not been in vain. Yesterday 
the utmost speed she had dared to go was thirty 
miles. Now figures on the dial of the speed- 
ometer slowly crept up—38-39-40-42-43-44-46-48- 
50-5 1-52-53-55-56-57-58-59-60-61-62. They were 
going sixty-three miles an hour. 

Bob described it afterward. 

“‘Gee!”’ he said. ‘‘But I was scared. We had 
a siren whistle, and Gerty kept a tootin’ and 
tootin’ it all the time. The funny part of the 
thing was that we didn’t seem to be moving s0 
much ourselves, but the ground kept kinder 
slipping under us. All the little hills would just 
lift us up as they slid along, and give us a little 
boost.” 

It was a mad pace. The siren horn sent out its 
weird intonations ahead, and reverberated over 
the flat country like some lost soul. An occasional 
farmer’s wagon was heaped up at the side of the 
road as the great machine flew along. Men in 
the villages shouted at them. Dogs barked, but 
the sounds died away in the distance almost as 
soon as they began. Children with wondering 
eyes flickered by in the roadside. 

The miles clicked by even faster than the 
minutes. Thus half an hour passed. 

Suddenly Gertrude uttered an exclamation. 

Beyond them was a dark column of smoke. 

Holton was in the men’s compartment, gloom- 
ily puffing acigar. The train was going fully 
fifty miles an hour. 

Suddenly his companion, who sat with his 
back to the engine, uttered an exclamation. 

‘Great Scott!” he ejaculated. ‘Look at this 
machine coming. It’s a race.” 

Holton bent forward, and looked out. The 
automobile was coming along the road behind 
them like a flying fiend. Its low, red, rakish body 
seemed like some magic creation. Behind it was 
a great cloud of dust. 

‘Look at the girl!’’ exclaimed the other man. 
“‘She’s a dandy, whoever she is. How’s that for 
a dead game sport ?”’ 

Holton not only took in the girl, but the boy. 
He recognized Bob’s pale, scared face as he clung 
desperately to the rear seat. He saw it was 
Gertrude, her hair streaming behind, her un- 
gloved hands on the steering wheel. Her face, 
calm, immovable, was bent slightly forward. At 
intervals she flashed her eyes up at the train, to 
note her gain. Then back on the straight road 
ahead. 

The passengers crowded to the side of the cars. 
The fireman in the engine, looking back, re- 
ported to the engineer. That man didn’t relish 
being beaten by an automobile. He was an 
American, and hated to be whipped. 

The fireman shoveled in coal. The engineer 
opened up the throttle. 

They were coming into Elmore, where the 
train was to stop. A sprinkling of houses ap 
peared on either side. 

Gertrude put the advarice up to the last notch. 
Then she held on like grim death. 

(Continued on page 146) 
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“Them damned things can certainly go to 
beat hell!’’ muttered the engineer. “It ain’t no 
use, Bill.” 

By. this time the motor car was half a train 
length ahead. Then there was a curve in the 
road, and it was lost to view. 

The engineer slowed up for a crossing. Back 
in the parlor car Holton had left the smoking- 
room, and had gone to get his suit case and hat. 
| The first person he saw as he rushed off the 
'train was Bob. 
| That little chap was plainly much excited. He 
| grabbed Holton by the arm. 
| “Quick, Mr. Holton,” he said, ‘‘sister is back 

there. She’s feeling ill. She told me to get you.” 
| Holton rushed along the platform and across 
the road. 
| Gertrude Gaylor leaned back in her seat, her 
head on her arm. 
“*Gertrude!”’ 

“Tt’s all right, Dick,” she whispered; ‘‘I’m 
only tired, that’s all.” 

‘‘Let me get in there,” said Holton. ‘I can 
run the thing.” 

‘‘Better not stay here long,” said Bob; “‘they 
may be after us for speeding.” 

‘Well, put that dress suit case in and we’ll 
start.” 

Holton started up, and they turned around 
and went down the road slowly, back through 
the town where the machine had just gone its 
breakneck pace. People gazed at them with 
wondering eyes as they rolled along. But no 
one stopped them. 

On the outskirts of the town Holton turned the 
machine into the side of the road. 

Up to this moment neither had spoken. 

He reached down into the back of the car and 
| opening up his baggage extracted a flask. 
“Here,” he said, ‘‘don’t stand on ceremony. 








.| You need something to brace up on.” 


She took a sip of the brandy. 

“‘T wasn’t a bit afraid,” she laughed, looking 
up at him as the color came back to her face. 
“It seemed only just like flying. But I was 
awfully tired holding that wheel, and—well, I 
| suppose I felt the strain.” 

“T should think you might feel the strain. I 
|never saw anything like it in my life. It was 
magnificent. Did—you—do—it—because—you 
—wanted—me to come back ?” 

“To.” 

There was no one near them. An unbroken 
stretch of country in front. Behind, off on either 
side, a few irregular masses of decadent archi- 
tecture. And Bob in the rear seat. 

“Bob,” said Holton, ‘‘don’t you want to take 
a little walk? You understand, Bob, I’m sure. 
I'll whistle when we want you. You know, Bob, 
I haven’t seen Gertrude in a long time and I 
want to talk to her.” 

‘All right, Mr. Holton. I'll skip along.” 

And then they were alone. 

“T suppose,” she said, ‘‘that Bobbie must 
have told you something that made you go back. 
He’sa little terror,anyway. But I’msurehe”’ 

‘“‘He told me enough. He told me that Rabb 
had been down here for some time, and that he 
had not only been making love to you, but that 
you had been accepting his attentions.” 

“‘Bob told yo, that!” 

‘‘Well that’s what I gathered from him.” 
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He turned on the seat and looked her full in 





e eves. 
“Just consider the circumstances,” he said. 

‘You knew that I loved you. Hadn’t I told you 
»? Hadn’t you as good as admitted that you 
Boved me? Hadn’t we both concluded to wait 
intil I knew your parents better? You know, 
‘ertrude, that I’m not a millionaire. But at 
east it is among the possibilities that I may be 
ome day. It’s something to be honest, and I’m 
ot afraid that I won’t be able to take care of 
ou and make you happy. But that’s neither 
ere nor there. The facts are that we loved each 
ther, if ever two people did. But I wanted to 
Ho the square thing by everybody and so did you. 
tery well. You go off for the summer, and I 
tayin town. At the end of three weeks I simply 
an't stand it. I’ve been writing you two letters 
» your one. I heard Rabb’s name mentioned. 





chap told me the other day he was down here. | 


his morning I suddenly make up my mind that 
‘ll run down and see you, at any cost. I meet 
Bob at the station. He tells me the truth—that 
Rabb is hand and glove with your parents, that 
e has been making love to you, that’’ 
He put both arms on the steering gear, and 
poked at her sternly. 

“Bob told me,” he said, ‘‘that Rabb had 
ised you. You let him. That was enough for 
e. I couldn’t stay after that.” 

“Tt isn’t true.” 

“Not true?” 

“No. Suppose you hear the truth—as you 





hould have waited to hear. Mr. Rabb first | 


hme to the house two months ago. He was 
terested with papa in some business scheme. 
He came to dinner once and then afterwards 
killed. We all liked him rather well. Mamma 
js very enthusiastic about him. He is a very 
ealthy man—loads of money. I don’t think 
hat would have necessarily influenced mamma, 
ut it probably did make a difference. She 
wited him to visit us at the shore. He came. 
rom almost the moment he got there he made 
bve to me. I did not care to offend him, for 
pa’s sake. One night he suddenly reached 
et, took my hand and kissed it. That was 
robably what Bob heard. I sprang away from 
im. I told him never to dare to do that again. 
rom that moment I have detested him. But 
hat can I do? Mamma has talked to me by the 


ur about it. Papa has urged me to be nice to} | 


im. They have all been against me—all of them, 
nd you, you who should have stood by me, 
med and ran away just when I needed you— 
dI actually had to go after you.” 
There was a farmer’s wagon coming up the 
bad in the distance, but it wasn’t quite near 
ough for the man to see. 
Holton put his arm swiftly around her. Her 
ad fell on his shoulder. 
“My sweetheart,” he said, “forgive me. I 
’s simply beside myself with rage. I was hurt 
“tem 1 clear through. I understand it all. I 
why you couldn’t write. But don’t be afraid, 
ll never desert you again!” 

“Never?” she w hispered. 


“Never! No matter what happens. I’ve | 


Pthing to be ashamed of. I know I can make 
u happi ier than Rabb with all his money, and 


ll stick by you forever. For you must love me, | 


(Continued on page 148) 
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or you couldn’t have done what you did. I'll go 
back and face them all.” 

“TI do love you,” she said quietly. ‘Here 
comes a wagon. We must go. Whistle for Bob.” 

Bob came running up obediently and they 
started slowly back. 

The farmer gazed at them sullenly as they 
sped by, and then shook his fist at them. He 
recognized the machine that had passed him 
half an hour before. 

Suddenly, as they came to the next village, a 
man on horseback galloped up. He wared his 
hands and ordered them to stop. 

“T know you,” he shouted, “‘even if the girl 
isn’t driving. I know you, and I’ll have the law 
on you.” 

Holton stopped. 

“Who are you?” 

“‘l’m the constable of this here township, and 
I seen that young lady whizzing through here: 
I'll bet yer she was going at least a hundred miles 
an hour. Ye can’t do that around here without 
payin’ fer it. You’ve got to come along o’ me.” 

Gertrude turned ruefully to her lover. 

“T suppose there is no help for it,” she said. 
“Of course, I am to blame—there can be no 
doubt. We may be locked up.” 

Holton turned up the side street and the huge 
machine followed the horse and rider slowly. A 
small village crowd followed. 

The constable stopped in front of a dingy 
looking colonial house. 

“You git out,” he said authoritatively, ‘‘an’ 
come in here. The justice is waitin’ for yer. 
He'll give it ter yer, I reckon.” 

They entered the house. 

A severely benevolent looking man with a 
rounded beard, seated at an oak desk in the 
center of a dingy room, rose as they came in. 

“T ve got ’em. I took their number anyway, 
but they couldn’t get away.” 

The keen eye of the justice took in his visitors. 

‘I suppose you know,” he said, “‘that you’ve 
been breaking the law.” 

Gertrude nodded. 

‘This gentleman here, the constable, says you 
were going about one hundred miles an hour.” 

“Only sixty-two.” 

“Well that’s about four times as fast as the 
law allows. You rich folks ought to know better 
than that, anyhow. Common folks have some 
rights. You ought ter be put in jail, but as I 
understand the matter, this ere young woman 
was running the thing.” 

“Yes,” said the constable. ‘‘This here chap 
wasn’t in it when she went so fast. He ain’t ter 
blame.” 

“Yes, lam,” laughed Holton. ‘I’m really the 
guilty one. You see, she was going after me. 
She had to beat the train to catch me.” 

The justice looked at him sharply. 

‘“‘Had ter beat the train, eh?” he said. ‘‘ Well 
she did it all right.” 

“Yes, siree,” said the constable, not without a 
note of admiration, “‘she done it all right.” 

“T haven’t any excuse to offer,” said Gertrude, 
“that is, none that you would care to accept. I 
knew I was going beyond the limit. I had to do 
it. But I’ll promise I never will do it again.” 

“‘T’ll guarantee,” said Holton, ‘‘that she never 
does it again.” 

There was a pause. 
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The justice picked up a paper-cutter and 
tapped it idly on the desk. He was plainly 
nervous. This young woman, with her daring 
eyes and her handsome face, disconcerted him. 

“Waal,” he said at last, ‘‘we’ve got to make 
an example. We can’t afford ter let you off. I'll 
have ter fine yer fifty dollars this time.” 

Gertrude looked dismayed. 

“But I haven’t got it,” she exclaimed. 

“T have,” said Dick. “Judge, will you do me 
a favor? Will you leave this young lady and 
myself alone. for five minutes? You can lock us 
in if you want to.” 

“It’s a queer thing ter do, but I’m willin’ ter 
accommodate you.” 

It was more than five—it was ten—when 
Holton opened the door. The justice, the con- 
stable and Bobbie were waiting outside. As a 


|matter of fact Bob had been explaining to them 


the intricacies of the big machine—and they came 
in reluctantly. 

“Judge,” said Holton, “‘here’s that fifty- 
dollar fine.” 

He put down a fifty-dollar bill. 

*‘And say, Judge, I want to ask you if you'll do 
me another favor. Will you throw in a marriage 
license ?”’ 

“What do you mean?” 

“‘T want you to marry us.’ 

“You mean it?” 

“We both do. That’s what this young lady 
rode after me for. You wouldn’t have me get 
away now, would you? We are both of age, 
know our own minds, and it’s all right.” 

Bobbie could scarcely repress himself. 

“Hurray!” he exclaimed. 

There was another pause. The justice fooled 
with his paper-cutter again. 

“Waal,” he said, “‘if you’re both willin’ I am. 
But I'll have ter charge you a couple of dollars 
extra.” 

* *  * 

Ten minutes later, as the big machine moved 
off down the road, he turned reflectively to the 
constable, who had pulled out a small cake of 


|| plug tobacco and was whittling a piece off with 
|| his knife. 


“Tl be willing ter bet anything,” he said, 
“that when them folks get back home and the 
old people hear they’re tied up, they’ll catch the 
devil, even if they did seem to know what they 
was about.” 

The constable paused in his task. 

“Waal,” he said, “‘ef I was tied up ter a 
handsome . critter like that—one who can run 
one of them hell wagons as slick as she can—I 
wouldn’t care much. I reckon Id be willin’ ter 
face ther devil himself at eny minute of the day 
or night.” 





ALLENS: FOOT-EASE Qa S Berd Address, 


A Certain Cure for Tired, Hot, Aching Feet. 
DO NOT ACCEPT A SUBSTITUTE. 


This signature For FREE Trial Package 


ALLEN S. OLMSTED, 
on every box. Leroy, N. Y. 











Pond’s Extract Girl Copyright 








The bitter in the sweet of mid- 
summer pleasuring is in the irritat- 
ing effect on tender skins of sun 
and gale. 


Pond’s 
Extract 


Soap 


not only allays ‘irritation, heals, 
soothes, stimulates, clears and 
beautifies—but does much to pre- 
serve the health and smoothness 
and beauty of the complexion. 





It is the new scientific combina- 
tion of Pond’s Extract, the standard 
of strength and purity, and the 
finest soap product of the Armour 
laboratories. 


Do not accept any substitute for 
Pond’s Extract Soap. Beon your guard 
especially against so-called ‘‘ witch- 
hazel’? soaps, artificially colored green. 
Pond’s Extract Soap is distinguished 
by the natural color of the stock it is 
made from—pure white. The name is 
on both the cake and the container. 


If your Druggist does not carry Pond’s 
Extract Soap, send us his name and 25c 
and we will mail you a full-sized cake. 








Armour & Company 


Sole Licensee from 
Pond’s Extract Company 


Chicago New York London Paris 
























- ee eS —— 


— 


ee ee ee een oe 


5 area 








-LIFE: 





There is more pleasure in | 
buying in a high-class shop | 
than in a “bargain empo- 
rium” even though the goods 
are the same. 

By the same reasoning it 
gives your correspondent 
more satisfaction to receive a 
business letter written upon 


FORSHOTGUNS. 
ANDRIFLES 











OLD HAMPSHIRE BOND 


“Look for the Water Mark” 


than upon common paper. 


Write us on your present letterhead for 
the Book of Specimens, showing OLD 
HAMPSHIRE Bonp in white and fourteen 
colors, printed, lithographed and en- 
graved on letterheads, checks and other 
business forms, or ask your printer for it, 


Hampshire Paper Company 


The only paper makers in the world 
making bond paper exclusively 


South Hadley Falls, Massachusetts 








The first derby made in America was a 
C. & K. 


finapp-Sell 











hats are best made. Knapp-Felt De 
Luxe $6. Knapp-Felt $4. 


Write for “The Hatman.” 


THE CROFUT & KNAPP Co. 
Broadway, at 13th Street New. York 





tis MASTER'S CHOICE IS A 


Chute 


COAT SHIRT 


MADE AS A CUSTOM SHIRTMAKER WOULD MAKE 
IT. IN WHITE AND COLOR-FAST FABRICS. 
$1.50 AND MORE 
SEND FOR BOOK OF STYLES AND DEALER'S NAME. 
CLUETT, PEABODY & CO. 
Largest Makers of Collars and Shirts in the World. 
467 River St., TROY, N. ¥. 





















































He (absent-mindedly): WHAT WAS THE LAST WORD I GAVE YoU? 
She (embarrassed): THE LAST WORD WAS “DARLING.” 
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MULHENS & KROPFF, 298 Broadway, New York 
Send 15 cents in stamps for a.fud/ size sample cake 








THE 
THOUSAND 
ISLANDS 


are more attractive than ever this season. ‘The New York 
Central Lines’ Four-Track Series No. 10, “‘The St. Lawrence 
River from the Thousand Islands to the Saguenay,” contains 
the finest map ever made of this region. Copy will be sent 
free, postpaid, on receipt of a two-cent stamp by George H. 
Daniels, Manager, Room 45 General Advertising Depariment, 
Grand Central Station, New York. The 








“AMERICA’S GREATEST RAILROAD” 


REACH THE THOUSAND ISLANDS 
FROM EVERY DIRECTION. 


C. F. DALY, Passenger Traffic Manager, NEW YORK 












































“HANG IT! I KNEW I HAD NO BUSINESS 
TO WATCH THAT CIRCUS PARADE” 
After C. J. Budd 
Facsimile in Color, 14 by 11 in. 

50 cents 


CopyricHT, 1905, sy Lire Pus. Co. 
— 











THE DOG WATCH 
After W. Baljour Ker 


CopyRiGHT, 1904, BY LiFe Pus. Co. [ | | , ? S P R | N’ 'S CopyriGHt, 1904, BY LIFE PuB. Co. 
Wy With. (, boat Py . * ‘ 


COPYRIGHT, 1905, BY LIFE Pus. Co. 
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“SOMEBODY ON THE WIRE” 
After W. Baljour Ker 
Photogravure in Sepia, 20 by 15 in. 
$1.00 





CopvriGHT, 1905, sy LIFE PuB. Co. 











THE TATTLE-TALE 
After W. Balfour Ker 
Photogravure in Sepia, 15 by 20in. 
$1.00 








A complete catalogue with reduced 

prints of 137 subjects will be sent to any 

address on receipt of Ten Cents by AFTER THE STORM 
After W. Balfour Ker 

Photogravure in Sepia, 20 by 15 in 





Photogravure in Sepia, 20 by 15 in. LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY $1.00 
$1 00 17 West Thirty-first Street New York City 













































































T? attain pre-eminence in the great 

cities a cigarette must appeal to the 
taste through distinctive qualities of 
natural purity and delicacy. The deli- 
cious flavor and exquisite aroma of 


MURAD 


CIGARETTES 


have made them the Metropolitan stand- 
ard and the unvarying choice of discrimin- 
ating smokers everywhere. Mild beyond 
comparison, rich beyond criticism, exquis- 
itely and distinctively aromatic, the Murad 
is a uniformly perfect product of superior 


skill and the finest Turkish leaf. 


10 for 15 cents 


S. ANARGYROS, Manufacturer 
111 Fifth Avenue, New York 
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